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WITH Tit* DEATH OF THE 



GOOD DUKE HUMFHRJ, 

• -m .■iiimi r y i / 



DRAMATIS PERSOtfJE. 



, uncles' to 
the King 



King Henrv VJt. 

Humphry Duke of 

Gloucefter, .. 
Cardinal Beaufort, 

Bp.of Wincbefler. _. 
Duke of York, pretMing to the 

crown. t * 

Duke of Backing- S 

ham, \ of the King's 

Duke of Sotnerfet, if party* 
Duke of Suffolk, J 
Earl of Saliibury,*1g#/ the York 
RrlofWarwidL.J faRton.* 
* Lord Clifford, of me King's party. 
Lord Say. 
Lord Scale*, Governor of the 

Tower. 
Sir John Stanley. 
Sir Humphry Stafford. 
Young Stafford, Aw brtifkr. 
Alexander Iden, a KeMifb Gen- 
tleman. 

J A Young Clifford, fin to the Lord 
Clifford. ' , 
Edward Planta-*} 

genef. ( fins to the Duke 

lUchapi ftafcEt-f "~ " 
genet, ' > 



aWaiu* 



of York. 



Vaux, a fea captain, and^i 
WhltsAorc^-pirates^M 

A Herald, j^ ^P ' 

Hume and.^ffiw Mjtvo priejlu 

BoKngbrook,. an ajtrmger. 

A Spirit attending on Jordan t1k 
■wHch. 

Thomas Horner, an armourer* 

Peter, 'to man, 

Cterk of Chatham. 

Mayor of St. AQ>an % s* 

Simpcox, an itnpoflor. 

Jack Cade, Be vis, Michael, John 
Holland, Dick the butcbet, 
Smith, the weaver, and fever al 
others, rebels. 

Margaret, %«*« to K. MenryVi* 
i/ecretly in love with the Duke 

, of Suffolk. 

Daqte Eleanor, wife to the Dukt 
ofGloncefter 

Mother Jordan, a witch ei/hplofd 
by the Dutchejsof Gtoucefter. ■ 

Wife to Simpcox. / » 

PeHt40ners % 4ldermen, a 3eaVt $ 
Sheriff, and. Officers, Citizens, 
with Paultoners, Guards, Mffi 



J ' 'fe»S ers > a ^ other Attendants* 
The SCElfM it tShTifery dt/perfedly in Jevehl parts of Mngfand. 



• Tbii *o& the third part w^^pa .written *»de* lW>fe& 
mn, ~*t**«,n cf^nrk and Zanca/ler, jrfnted in lW) \ but fofc*& 

I t* the anthnr- ft/T. f»_^ • * 
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4 THE SECOND PART OP Attl. 

ACT I. SCENE I. 

The palace. 

Ftourtfb of trumpets: then hautboys. Enter King Henry, 
i Duke Humphry, Baliflntry, Warwick* and Beaufort* 

on the one Jide: the §>ueen, Suffolk, Tori, Somerfet, 

and Buckingham, on the other. 

A 

Suf*. JLXS by your high imperial Majefty 
I had in charge at my depart from France, 
As procurator for ybur Excellence, 
, To marry Princefs MargVet for your Grace; 
So in ihe famous ancient city Tours, v 

In prefence of flfc Kings of France and Srcil, 
The fiukes of Orleans, Calaber, Bretagne, Alanfon* 
Seven Earls, twelve Barons, twenty reverend Bifhops, 
1 have, perfbrm'd my tafk, and was efpouVd: . ' 
And humbly now upon my bended knee, 
In fight of England and her lordly „pee*rs> ' < 

Deliver up my title in the Queen* 

ipre/enttfig the gtieen to the King. 
To your moft gracious hand j that' are the fubftance 
Of that great madowi did reprefeht; 
The happieft gift that ever Marquis gave, 
The faireft Queen that ever King received. 

AT. Henry. Suffolk, arife. Welcome, Queen Margaret; 
I can exprefs no kinder fign of love, * ' '* " 3 * 
Than this kind kifs. O Lord, that lendMt me life, * *"- 
Lend me a heart f eplete with thankful nefs i 
Tor thou haft giv'n me in this beauteous face, " g 

A world of earthlybleflirigs to my foul, 
If fympathy of love unite our thoughts. J ; 

^ Mar. Great King of England, ani} tny gracious 
The mutual conference that my mind w nath had, [Lord. 
By 4*y» by night, waking, and in my dreams, 
In courtly company, or at my be&ls, * 
With you mine alder-lievieft Sovereign; y 
Makes me the bolder to falute my King 
With ruder terms ; fuch as mv w% affords, 
A#d aver -joy df hearrdotft minifter. 

* Vide Hull's C*f©nkle, tol 66. feu *V «**< Wi,^ 
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K. Henry. Her fight did ravifh, but her grace in 
Her words y-clad with wifdom'g mtfjefty, [fpeeclij 

Make me fronvwond'ring fall to weeping joys, 
Such is the fulnefe of my heart's content* 
Lord*, with one chearful voice welcome my love. 

AW kneel* Long lwe Queeo> Marg'ret, England'! 
happinefs! 

£. Mar. We thank you alL \FkuriJh> 

' S*f My Lord Prote&or, f o it pleafe your Grace, 
Here are the article&pf contracted peace, 
Between our Sovereign and the French King Charles, 
For eighteen months concluded by confent. 

Glo. [reads \\ imprimis, It is agreed between the French 
King, Charles, and William de la Pole Marquis of Suffolk, 
Ambaffiidor for Henry King of England* that the fold Henry; 
JbaU efpoufk the Lady Margaret ',. daughter unto Reignier 
King of Nmfikf) . Suilia y and Jtrufakmy. and crown her 
Queen of jEngbad* ere the thirtieth of May next enfuing. 

Item, That the duchy, of Anjpu, and the comity of 
Maine f fhall he rileafed and delivered to the King her fa* 
ther. .. . ' ^Lots fall the paper* 

K. Henry* Uncle, how? now? 

Glo^ Parkin me, graqtona Lord ; 
Some fiidden qualm hath {truck me. to the heart, 
And dimm'd mine eye* that I can, read no further. . , * - 

K. Henry., JJacle o| Wia^hefter, I pray, read on. 

Wm. \\xmxThat thf ducties of Jnfpu and Maine fltall 
h rehafed andd&vered to, the King her father andjh fent 
over of the King, of England's own proper c oft and charges t 
wkhottf having aqi dowry* 
i K. Henry. % $toj pleafe us well. Lord Marquif 
kneel you down;. 
We here create thee the firft Dnie of Suffolk*, 
, And fcird thee with the fword. Coufin of York, 
We i h^< ^charge your Qrace f ro m being Regent . 
V th' parta of France, till term of eighteen months 
Be full expirU Thanks, uncle Wincbefteri 
Glo'fter, York, Buckingham, an^ Somerfet, 
Salisbury, and Warwick \ . tf \" ' '. 
We thank you foj^ alTthw^reatifaxour done, 
la cotertainw/tf te mjr, jfcacfaQucen* 
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Qomc, let ,ds ia». and with all fpeed provide * ~ \ 

To fee her coronation be perform 'd . ♦ .. 

[Exemt Kkfrv^m, and Svffit& 

SCENE II. . M<^ffij£*'.\ %: \"~ 
; G&. Brave Peers of Epglaad> piliacs of-'tke-ftrte, • s " 
To you Duke Humphry muft unload his grief,: .•*!". 
Your griet the common grief of *H the land.- ^ . . . "* 
What ! did my brother Hcttry fpend his youths " ' -' - 
¥L\ valour, coin, and people, in the wars? • -* i .-■•♦A 
Di4 he, fp often lodge in open field, -......- -•••.< 

In winter's cold, and fummer's parching heat, : 
To conquer France, his true inheritance? ' • 4 - 
And did my brother Bedford toil his wits - . . -- 
To keep by poli^ what Henry got ? > 

Have you yourfeives* Somerfcl^ Bwckihghmrv ^ 
Brave York, and Sahibury, vicarious Warwick, T 

Receiv'd deep fears in France and Normandy ? ' *- ■ 
Or hath nu'ae unele Beaufort, and myfetf, ' • 

With all the learned couofieliof the realm, ^ - ♦. * v 
Studied &> long,., fat. in the counciithoufe,. ' * * 

Early and late, debating to and fro, •" 

How France and Frenchmen anight £0 fetptift iawe*f 
And was his Highoeftii kkiafaftt^ » *'<* *> • » »- > • r 

And Ikafl thefe takoiw t^ «ie* bone*™ d*4 ^ * 
Shall Heiiry'fjKot^^vBe^ldrdVVi^aiic*, v ^ 

Yoyf deed»of~war,aiidall^urcdto»felV«^t ^ > «■<** '--* * 
O Peers ef England, (hameful fetfcit Itas^ucs * ^ * - 
Fatal this marriage; caacellirig yottrftwte, •» r - '*** 
Blotting yo*n^aines±4ffch*feoc*8 of^memery $ *_ > -b •** 
Razing the charaders^f jpn*rei&*fQ , . ^: . 

Defacing manWen^f t^o^e^'^^rfintei ^ rV f ^ 
Undoing a*C as all had>nev*r<beeiiv / ^-""ir 

Car, Nephew, what weanf tfel»pfth|ftn^dW^ftK 
This ^rorauo^wkh*{udi^i^rtnftah^el(? ■' ' J h > ^ 

For^France, 'tis «wraV *n<* « **& *<*£ it #iM: f •-'* • * 

GA>. Ay, iinoio, *fc #tll.k<!ep<fc if>w* »c«i V "^ h ■* 
But now it is impoflible>wevlhould. 
Suffolk, the itew-rnade Duke, that. ru!(es % roaft, c . 
Hathgiv'n th? t IHlehy jrf. Attjou jaj^Mafre : » \ 
,£%* *Zu? />o>or' King foignicr, -Nf^ofc \wp -ft?jV ■ '•" 
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Agrees not with the kanaefs of hi* purfe. 

Sal. Now, by the death of him who dy'd for all) 
Theft counties wee* the keys of Normandy. 
Bat wherefore weep* Warwick, my valiant fon I 

War. For giief that they are paft recovery. 
For were there hope to conquer them again, 
My fwetti mould (hed hot blood, mine eyes no tears. 
Anjou and Maine ! myfdf did win them both. 
Thofe provinces thefe arms of mine did conquer. 
And are the cities that I got with wounds, 
Delivered up again with peaceful words* \ 

Turk. France ihould have torn and rent my very heart, 
Before I would have yielded to this league. 
I never read, but England's Kings have had 
Large fums of gold, and dowries with their wives: 
And our King Henry gives away his own, 
To match with her that brings no vantages. 

Gb. A proper jeft, and never heard before, 
That Suffolk ihould demand a whole fifteenth, . ; 

For coft and charges in transporting her. 
She mould have ft aid in France, and ftarv'd in France, 
Before 

Cars My Lord of do'fter, bow ye grow too hot: 
l\ was the pleafure of My Lord the King. 

Glo. My Lof d. of Winchefter, I know your mind. : 
Tis not myfrcecfrp that you do miilikc, 
But tis my pjnfooe *bat doth trouble yosv ; 
ftaagee* wfll Oft** proud pr e&te; in thvface, 
I lee thy fury^if i longer (lay, 
We mall begin 4ttrancjent bickerings, 
Lonftags, farewell ; and iay, when I am gone, 
I prophefy'd, France wiU he loft ere long. [£*i/. 

Car. So, there goes our Protector in a rage. 
Tsikaown to you, he » mine enemy ; . 
Nay mm* f#it#*my unto you. all, < 
Am on great fttearf, 1 fear me, to, the King. 
Coafider, Lords, he is the next of blood, 
Ami fast-apparent to the Englilh crown. 

A3 Had 
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Had Henry got an empire by hfe marriage, ,J ^^ 

And all the wealthy kingdoms of J t^e^att, " •' " '* - 
There's reafon he fhotoid be ^^elf**KI it. ' 
Look to k, Lords: let h*t hfs •finoolhfflg' WUrds ••' 
Bewitch your hearts f be wife and ew?um^>e&. * * s t * 
What though the cormr.cto peopJe-feTour him, * ••'"* 
Calling him Humphry, ike good Duke of Glovcejte*. 
Clapping their hands, and erying with loud voices *' 
Jefit maintain your Royal ExceMence! ' :^: ., 

With, G»d preferve the good I Duke Humphry t ->•*: z* 

I fear me, Lords, for all this flattering glofsj c^* ^ 
He w^fl be* found a dangerous Frote&or. . - t . . { 

Buck. Why mould he then protefcl our fovereign* 
He being of age to govern-' of bfmfeJf ? -•• 
CouJfin of Somerfet, join you with me, 
And all together wfth the Dufce of Suffolk, - " : 
We'll quickly hoift Duke Humphry 'from hVf<fct. 

Can This weighty bufinef* w(H not brook delay; 
ITJ to the Duke of Suffolk presently. X&xi 

Sonu Coufm of Buckingham, though Htrnipfcrfy^prid 
And greatnefs of hia place, be grief to os> 

Yet let us watch the haughty Cardinal. * - 

His- trriblcnce is more intolerable ' T 
Than all the prfrieei iti -the land "befide. L 
If C&fMferbe dlfph^A, he>H%e Protester. • > 

Buck. Or Somerfet, or Vwiftfce Proteaov 
Ptfpight Dufte- Humphry, br tfcfcCwdfeefc ♦ '^ ■•■ 
J " ; £B*'e. Bitckhghtim m#l Sfatff 

Sal. Pride went before, ambition follows him. 
While thefe do labour for their own preferment, ♦ * v 
Behoves it urtD labdur' for the realm. .^ 

I iteiir faw, buYHuinfchry Duke of 496*fttr ^ *m«* ■< 
Did bear him 1 lfkea : noble gentleman. ' • <* ^ * 

Oft have I feen thcteiiglity €a¥ri%ar ' c * "-*> *•*! 
More like a foldier, than a man o* th* ckuf cfij ^ ^ v*l 
As ftout anaproud^^s-be were loru 1 «f atf* -*«* A ^ **»i 
Swear like a ruffian, and d^meaVbtntfelf • l 
IMike the r tiler of ^oTrn»o*w*il^ * .. ♦ »*** *-»' 
*frkrwick my fon, the dbrrffort of my agef 
Thy deeds, thy plainnefs, and tliyf^fe-ke^iuj^^ # 
Have woo {fegretteifc favour of n* %vwsm*vh% **x 
•Excepting none tot g#dd'D«k^Hu»^>^*^v v\\: 
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And, brotfcecY«ck» -Ay aft?, tiK Ireland, 

In JJwng^ thei|j^toc^idi(qplke; . 1 

Thy UteexpWtaAfittonthe heart of Franco*, : . ,i 

When thou we rt. Regfcn* for oar lowereigi^ 

Hare made thee fear^danrf tonoarf d of the peqpltY J 

Join we together foe the public good, . . . : A 

In what we eta* to bridle aud fcipprefs- 

The pride of Suffolk, and UeCaniiiurf, , * . •!, L 

With Spmeriet's and Bucknagham'$ ambitiott ; 

And, as we many cheriih BiJ^HuwrAry^t^tdl, A * 

Wh&rtbeyjdo tend the profit Jof^heitarrtL • » : . .; i '\ 

War. SoGodiidp Wawioki wlub^sthrlarid; • 

And common profit if tuVcevamy! r •- j ( 

Tori. And Jb£*ys York, for he hath greatest eaufe. * 

Sal Then let's make hate, wad look unto the mam*. 
.* ; -: v := v IRxt. W*r*»Uk a*d Safyuij. 

?Vi. Anjou and Maine are -gi^en. tot the; Fteach* 
Paris is loft; the itete of Normandy > - .; 
Sands on m tickle point, cow they arc gone. 
Suffolk concluded on the artides, ■ * 
The Peers agreed, add: Henry wis well pieas'd 
To change tWdefce&Bnafot aDake'r&ir daaghtecu <" 
I cannot blame ahem^aM, whatiis^bo tkesn? . . i i 
*Tis thine they gweiaway, and not their own, ; 
jlfea^iiia* wlfc^ea^p^^ A 

And fOuftia i ti i fnjen T J sy land gwre to crmrtexans, if 

*»gro— fljrig, like lords, till all be gone : 
While as the filly owner of the goods 

jtod makes Jus head, and trembling (lands aloof, 

tBeasJy to ftanre," and dares not touch his own. 
lUfrtt. ion* skyandfect^d iswhiaoapgoc, < T 

Ai^ mrai ^V wk^tffeih«fe. ^ - -j. /:.--i>vi:v/ 

JTjt. Unto tUoiste? *>a fatten Mliae Is Jtitfr • i >; * 

That M*ja«,;ati£») to Jfea$n&rce Afta*iiridi 4idj wj»4 ^ 
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While his own lands are bargain'd for, and fold. 

Met h inks the realms of England, France, and Ireland^ . 

Bear that proportion to my flefh and bloody 

As did the fatal brand Akhea burnt, 

Unto the prince's heart of Caiydon. 

Anjou and Maine, both giv'n unto the French ! 

Cold news for me: for I had hope of France, 

Ev f n as 1 have of fertile England's foil. 

A day will come when York (hall claim his own ; 

And therefore I will take the NevhV part*, > 

And make a mew of love to proud Duke Humphry* 

An#, when llpy advantage, claim the crown? ' 

For that's the golden mark 1 feek to hit. ♦. 

Nor (hall proud Lancafter ufurp my right, 

Nor hold the fceptre in his childilh fill, 

Nor wear the diadem upon h» head* 

^Whote church-like humour fits not for a crown. 

Theni York, be ftill a while, tfll time do r ferve: 

Watch thou, an8 wake when others be afletp, 

To pry into tkefeerets of tbe ftate; - » v 

Till Henry, forfeiting in joys of love 

With his new bride, and England's dear-bought Quees* 

And Humphry with the Peers be falFri at jars. 

Then will I raife aloft the milk^whrte rofe, 

With whofe fweet fofcettthe air ihall be perfim'd; • 

And in my ftaadard bear the arms of York, ) 

To grapple, with the houfe o£ Lancafter; . 

And, fbrce perforce, Til make him yield the crown, 

Whofe bookiih mk hath pull'd fair England down. 

lEmt Tori. 

SCENITTV. Changes to the Diile of Gfacefler 9 * b&tfe. 

Enter Duke Humphry, and Ms wife Ekanor. 

Ebon. : Why droopamy Wd,iilw oyer-*i|*n5d -fiWki 
oHSttging the head with Ceres' plenteous load? 
. Whv doth the great Duke Humphry knit his brows. 
As frowning at the favours of the wferidi 
Why are thine eyes fix'd to the fallen earth, 
Oozing at f£ar which fecm* to dim thy fight? 



InchasM withaH tl^i©i^w»^U>e^9«U? 

If fo^gazc on, aai^awlo»;ttyfw3e» 

Ui£S,&y;head be oiiTcl^d with lie fagft* 

Put forth thy haud* rdwb at tfee glorious gaW. , 

What! is't top£b(^? ^kog^je^itwitttiinc. 

And, having both together heay'd it jup/ * 

We'll both together fift. jour, h^ads to ieayjcp ; 

And never more abafe ourjight fo low, 

As to vouchfafe one glance olnto the .ground. 

Gk. NebV&«aet Nefc ^i&hwdo&lovt thy Lord, 
Banifh.the canker of abibitioiwthpMghU: » 4 , ' • r 
And may ihat thought, when 1 yyiagio^ 31. 
Againft my ILin^and i^pJb^w^irtAipMi Henry^ 
Be my laft breaching in this mortal world J 
My ttoubkjw a*ejioM this iiight do mak/e me fod.. 

£Z«wi. What dream/4 my JU*d? 4*U me, and 111 rt- 
.. .quite it-.; .-.>* _ ;•• ; ..•-.. . 
With fweet rehgar&laof my>inoxn\ng's dream. : , ' 

Gh. Wl&hx^}&thm^ 
Was broke ia twain f >bf*be*hl karat fWifoi* - ; 
But, as I think, iPvnA \yf tfc» Cavdiaals , , . . < > 

And, pn" the pieces «f tfce jbrofcen wand, 
Were fl»c^4>t*)# hea4s^f Eda|i»d DiuW of Samerfrt, / 
And William di feP4»4MX>«ke «f SvffoHb - w 

This was the dream; what it doth bode, God know;. 

Elean, Tut. thiaw^ nothing but an argument, 

That h. that m m um^ i^ Qfo*ri**imH -W 

6n^i^4AttiA^WiH-eC«mptiorv -i- 

B^lft Wm^^«m^hfy, myife^a Puke^ 
Iktffcm&ht I fat in fta* of majesty, " » 

te^c;catfje<*rW^l^h^Weftmlnfter, 
Atf &thit>x^*j^.4ttegl and queens are r p»awirVi; , 
WScre Hei^ and- Wa^a*ei*netlPd fe we, ' ? A 

A^PWRJ .W<i^Tei«hW , dfed^. f ' -A 

^m9^?mi^!^M^m l cSideokittight. 

Art thou not fe<^dvrt#i#nmtfie^W, '< ■ .'* ^ - 

Andth^fro ufe^ f g^^, btk)^<>fhifti^ 

pafHfcoMiw^ worfcflyt plcafiiTe«at cosnmcmd, 

Above the te#Siy^m^f*t thy #fcmght* 

And w% thoi; ##^ Aafrf/rif'^^i^tcbery, , 
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From top. of honour to difgrace's fecti 
Away from me, and let me hear no more. 

Elean. What, what! my Lord! are you fo choleric 
With Eleanor, for telling but her dream ? 
Next time I'll keep my dreamt untamyfelf, 
And not be check'd. 

Glo. Nay , be not angry*, I am pleasM again; 

Enter Meffinger* 

Meff. My Lord Prote&orj 'tis his Highnefs' ptcflfure, 
You do prepare to ride unto St. Alban's, 
Whereas the King and Queen do mean to hawk. 

Glo. I go: come, Nell^thou wilt ride with us? 

[Exit Gloueejttn. 

Ehan, Yes, my good Lord, I'll Follow prefently. 
Follow I muft; I cannot go before, 
While Glo'fter bears this bafe and humble mind. 
Were I a man, a Duke, and next of blood,. . 
I would remove these tedious ftumblfog-bloclv 
And fmooth my way upon thcb headjcft necks. 
And being a woman, I will not be flack 
To play my part in Fortune's pageant. 
Where are you there? Sir John! nay, fear not, man* 
We are alone; here's noae but thee ajut L 



V *j ? ."* Enter Burnt. 

Hume, jcfat prefer.?* ypur Royal Ifaieftj ! 

Elean. What fay'ft thou? Majefty? I am bet Grtc* 

Hume. Rut, by the {Trace of God, and Hume's advice,. 
Your Grace's title ihajrbe multiply 'd. 

Elean. What fay'ft thou, man? haft thou as yet con, 
With Margery Jordan the cunning witch, [ferr'd 

And Roger Bolingbrook the conjurer ? 
And will they undertake to do me good? m ♦ 

Hume. This they ha ve proroifed to Ibew your Highnefs 
A fpirit rais'd from depth of uj*der-groun4 f 
That mall make anfwer to fuch queftions 
As by your Grace (hall be propounded him. 

Elean. It is enough, l'U think upon.the queftians. 
When from St. Alban's we do make, return, \ , 
We 9 )) fee rhofe things eSbfte^ to thefoll. 
Sere, ifumc, tekc this r?wa^|^in^ \$}\\ ^Sfa* 
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With thy confederate* in this weighty caufe. 

j , [ £xtt ILUanor* 
Hume. Hume muft make merry with the Ducheft* 
goH: L -. ; 

Many, and fhalh N bht bxW new, Sir John Hume ? 
Seal up your lip?* and give no words, but mum! 
The bufiirefs a^&tfcnient fdcrecy. , 

Dame Eleanor gives gold rtc* bring the witch. 
Gold cannot come, amift, were (he a deviL 
Yet terVe I gold flies from another coaflt: 
Ltkre not^fey from* the rich* Cardinal, 
And From the gri^it arifil iew r made Duke of Suffolk. 
Yejt 1 do find jt, fift hi' to 1>e' plain, 
They ( knpwiitg IXajne Eleanor 's afprnqg humour) 
Have hireel me td'u^dermihjC the I)iicnef8, 

And buzznhe/ex^njuratioBfi in her brain. 

They fay, a cf any -kliave 1 Boes need no broker ; 

Yet am I Suttott^s jn& tt*e Cardmal's broker. 

Hume, if you take not heedi you fhall go near 

To call them both a^air off crafty knaves. 

tVeH, fb it (lands; and'fhus 1 fear, at lait, 

Hume's knavery wilfW the Duchefs' wreck, 

Sort how it *Wm&Wli^tui aiH ; '- /[JS& 

SCENE' V;'''1S4flifeftr to anutotmtnt Uthepdaeii 
■•■ &*** $&&+*/&* Pethtehen; JW the armohrer's man 

i 5 ffc$r#f: My n*%«>, ^.fta** clpfe* *iy LonJ P«*cc* 
Mr will come tW v^y by afdvby, and then we may 4eh- 
Trer our fuppbcatfoiisin the'^uilL . '; /{ 

6*}^ J$arry r ^J^^ 

r ; EtftrStghlij and guem. 

i <r^K tlere a' 1 eon**, tieixunks , anil die Queen with 
I hkh. l*tt be thej^ %«• i V". > 



And mu^ertiaae'aftftjeet tb * Duke? 
lt& thee, Pple*.when in the cttyTbtirs 
lm teiWim fif A*hftuV cMty \b^'- • ' 
r<//?o/tf aH«7 die ladies* HKWAVttf YttHkA^ 
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&//*. How now, fellow, woutt'ft *ny thing witK me? 
i Ptf. I pray* my Lord, pardon me; I took ye for 
my Lord Yrott&ot. 

£>. Mar. TomyLordProteBor. [reacting.'] Are your 
fuppfications tb his Lordfhip? let me fee them? what li 
thine? 

I Pet. Mine is, an't pleafe yow Grace, againft John 
Goodman, my Lord Cardinal's man, for keeping my 
hoiife and lands, and wife, arid all from me. 

Suf Thy wife too? that's fome wrong indeed. What** 1^ 
yours? what's here? [Reads.] Againft the Duhe of Si/- M 
folk, for inclofing the commons of Long Mel/or d. Hov* 
now, Sir Knave? 

t Pet. Alas, Sir, I am but a poor petitioner of out 
whole townfhip. 

Suf. [reads."] Againft my mqfter, Thomas Horner * for 
faying, that ih<fj>uke of Tork was rightful heir to the crovtrth 
^. JJfar. What! did the- Duke of York fay, he was 
rightful heir to the crown ? 

Peter. That my; matter was? no, forfootrt ■?• my maftef 
faid, that he was ; arid that the King wis an ttfurper. 

Suf. Who is there ?-^ — Take 1 this fellow in, and fend 
for iiis matter with a purfuivant, prefently; we'll hear 
more of your matter "before the King. 

[Exit Peter guarded* 
<%z Man And as for you that love to be •protected 
Under the wings ; of our* Protector's Grace/ 
Begin yout fuits anew, and file to him* 

[Tears the fupplications* 
Away,bafe cullions:. Suffolk; let them go. 

^£ F Gome, let's be gone. \ ££xeunt PetSkmrf* 

£. Mar MyiLord pf Suffolk* fey* is this the guife* ) 
Is this the fafhion in the Court of England? 
Is thi* the gorerpmdnt of Bri&to'i ifle? , • ;\ 

And this the royalty of* Albion's King:?: ,. V ' ; „ : 
What! (hall King Henry be a pupil ftill, 
Under the furlySlo^eV'sgpverjhaYice? ; 
Am I a Queen in title and; jn ftyle, 
imuft^e- 
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I thought King Henry had refembled thee 

In courage, court (hip, and proportion. 

But all his mind is bent to holinefs, 

To number Ave Maries on his beads; 

His champions are the prophets and apoftles ; < 

His weapons, holy faws of facred writ ; 

His ftudy is his tilt-yard; and his loves 

Are brazen images of canomVd faints. 

I would the college of the Cardinals 

Would chufe him Pope, and carry him to Rome, 

Andfet the triple crown upon his head; 

That were a ftate fit for his holinefs ! 

Suf. Madam, be patient ; as I was the caufe 
Your Highnefs came to England, fo will I 
I In England work your Grace's full content* 

^. Mar. Befide the proud Prote&or, have we Beaufort 

Th' imperious churchman ; Somerfet, Buckingham, 

An5 grumbling York ; and not the lead of thefe 

But can do more in England than the King. 
Suf. And he of thefe that can do mod of all, 

Cannot do more in England than the Nevills; 

Saliib'ry and Warwick are no fimple Peers. 
|J. Mar. Not all thefe Lords do vex me half fo much, 

As that proud dame, the Lord Protector's wife. 

She fweeps it through the court with troops of ladies, . 
- More like an Emprefs than Duke Humphry's wife. 

Strangers in court do take her for the Queen ; 

She bears a Duke's revenues on her back, 

And in her heart me fcorns our poverty. 

Shall I not live to be aveng'd on her? 

Contemptuous, bafe-born callot, as me is, 

She vaunted 'mongft her minions t'other day, 

The very train of her worft-wearing gown 

Was better worth than all my father's lands, 

Till Suffolk gave two dukedoms for his daughter! 
Stiff. Madam, myfelf have lim'd a bum for her, 

And -placd a quire of fuch enticing birds, 

That fhe will light to liften to their lays, 

And never mount to trouble you again. 

So kt her reft ; and, Madam, lift to me j 

For 4 ^m bold to counfel you in this; 

A&tikmgh we f<moy not the Cardinal, 

7 Vol. V. . B Xa 
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Yet rouft we join with him and wkh the Lords, 
Till we have brought Duke Humphry in difgrace. 
As for the Duke of York, this late complain* 
Will make but little for his benefit. 
So, one by one, we'll weed them all at laft, 
And you yourfelf (hall fteer the happy realm, , 

SCENE VI. 

jTo them tnter King Henry, Duke Humphry, Cardinal* 
Buckingham, Tork, Somerjet, Salt/bury, Warwick, and 
phe Dutchefs of Gloucefter. 

K. Henry. For my part, Noble Lords, I care not which. 
Or Somerfet, or York, all's one to me. 

York, If York have ill demean'd himfelf in France, 
Then let him be deny'd the regentmip. 

Som . If Somerfet be unworthy of the place, 
Let York be Regent, I will yield to him. 

War. Whether your Grace be worthy? yea or no, 
Difpute not that ; York is the worthier. 

Car. Ambitious Warwick, let thy betters fpeak. 

War. The Cardinal's not my better in the field. 

fiuck. All in this prefence are thy betters, Warwick. 

War. Warwick may live to be the beft of all. 

Sal. Peace, fon ; and fhew fome reafpn, Buckingham, 
Why Somerfet mould be preferr'd in this. 

jg. Mar. Becaufe the King, forfooth, will have it fo. 

Glo. 'Madam, the King is old enough himfelf 
To give his cenfure : thefe are no woman's matters. 

§>. Mar. If he be old enough, what needs your Grace 
To be Protfi&or of his Excellence? 

Glo. Madam, I am Protector of the realm, 
And, at his pleafure, will refign my place. 

Suf. Refign it then, and leave thiae infolence. 
Since thou wert King, (as who is King but thou?) 
The commonwealth hath daily run to wreck. 
The Dauphin hath prevaiPd beyond the feas, 
And all the Peers and nobles of the realm 
Have been as bondmen to thy fov'reignty. 
Car. The commons hail thou rack'd \ the clergy's bags 
Are lank and lean with tby extortion** 
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Sotb. Thy fumptuous buildings, and. thy wife's attire^ 
Have coda mafs of public treafury. 

Buck. Thy cruelty in execution* 
Upon offenders hath exceeded law,- 
And left thee to the mercy of the law. 

$K Mar. Thy facie of offices and towns in France^ 
If they were known as the fufpeft is great, 
Would make thee quickly hop without thy head. 

lEx'rt Glo< 
Give me my fan; what, minion? can ye not? 

£ She gives the Dutchefs a box on the ear* 
I cry you mercy, Madam ; was it you ? 

Eicon. Was't I ? yea, I ft was, proud Frenchwoman T 
Could I come near your beauty with my nails, 
I'd fet my ten commandments in your face; 

K. Henry. Sweet aunt, be cfuiefc ; 'twas againft her wilL 

Eicon. Againft her will, good King? look to't in time, 
She'll hamper thee and dandle thee like a baby : 
Though in this place moil mailer wears no breeches, 
She (hall not ftrike Dame Eleanor unrevenged. 

[Exit Eleanor. 

Buck. Lord Cardinal, I'B Ibfiow Eleanor, 
And liften after Humphry, how he proceeds? 
She's tickled now, her fume can need no fpurs; 
Shell gallop faft enough to her deftru&ion. [Exit Bud. 

SCENE VII. Re-enter Duke Humphry. 

Gb. Now, Lords, my choler being' over-blown 
With walking once about the quadrangle, 
I come to talk of Commonwealth-affairs. 
As for your fpightful falfe obje&ionsj 
Prove them, and 1 lie open to the law* 
But God in mercy deal fo with my foul, 
As I in duty love my King and country ! 
But to the matter that we have in hand: 
I fay, my Sovereign, York is meet eft man 
To be your Regent in the realm of France, 

Suf., Before we make election, give me leave 
To (hew feme reafon of no little force, j 

That York is mo ft unmeet of any man. 
Tori. I'll teU thee, Suffolk, why I am unmeet. 
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Firft, for I cannot flatter thee In pride; 
Next, if I be appointed for the place, 
My Lord of Somerfet will keep me here 
Without difcharge, money, or furniture, 
Till France be won into the Dauphin's hands. 
Laft time I dane'd attendance on his will, 
Till Paris was befieg'd, famiuVd, and loft. 

War. That I can witnefs; and a -fouler fa& 
Did never traitor in the land commit. 

Suf. Peace, head-ftrong Warwick ! 

War. Image of pride, why mould I hold my peace i 

Enter Horner the armourer, and his man Peter, guarded. 

Suf. Becaufe here is a man accus'd of treafon. 
Pray God the Duke of York excufe himfelf ! 
. Tori. Doth any one accufe York for a traitor? 
, K. Henry. What mean 'ft thou, Suffolk? tell me what 
are thefe ? 

Suf, Pleafe it your Majefty, this is the man 
That doth accufe his m after of high treafon. 
His words were thefe : 4< That Richard Duke of York 
" Was rightful heir unto the Eng&lh crown, 
€t And that your Majefty was an ufurper." 

K. Henry. Say, man; were thefe thy words? 

Arm. An't mail pleafe your Majefty, 1 never faid nor 
thought any fuch matter : God is my witneis, 1 am falfe- 
ly accus'd by the villain* 

Pet. By thefe ten bones, my Lord, he did fpeak them 
to me in the garret one night, as yip were fcouring my 
Lord of York's armour. 

Tork. Bafe dunghil villain, and mechanical, 
I'll have thy head for this thy traitor's fpeech. 
1 do befeech your Royal Majefty, 
Let him have all the rigour of the law. 

Arm. Alas, my Lord, hang me if ever I fpake the 
words. My accuier is my prentice ; and when 1 did cor- 
rect him for his fault the other day, he did vow upon 
his ^nees he would be even with me. I have good wit- 
nefs of .this; therefore I befeech your Majefty, do not 
call away an honeft man for a villain's accufatioii. 
« X. Henry. Uncle, what mail we fay to this in law I 

G/e. This doom, my Lord, if I may a }udge. 
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Let Somerfet be Regent o'er the French, 

Becaufe in York this breeds fufpicion. 

And let thefe have a day appointed them 

For Jingle combat in convenient place; 

For he hath witnefs of his fervaut's malice. 

Tins is the law, and this Duke Humphry's doom. 

K. Henry. Then be it fo 2 my Lord of Somerfet, 
We make your Grace Regent over the French. 

Som. I humbly thank your Royal Majetty. 

Arm. And 1 accept the combat willingly. 

Peter. Alas! my Lord, I cannot fight; for God's 
fake, pity my cafe; the fpight of man prevaileth againft 
me. O Lord, have mercy upon me] 1 fhall never be 
able to fight a blow: O Lord, my heart! 

Glo. Sirrah, or you muil fight, or elfe be bang'd. 

K. Henry. Away with them to prifbn^ and the day of 
combat fhall be the lall of the next month- Come, So- 
merfet, we'll fee thee fent away. [^Wi^? &*&&• 

SCENE VIII. The witch's cave. 

Enter Mother Jordaft % Hume, Southivel, and Bolingbrook. 

Hume. Come, my mailers; the Dutchc&J tell you, ex- 
pects performance of your promifes. . - , : - • 

Boling. Matter Hume, we are therefore provided. WiU 
Iter Ladyfhip behold and hear our exorcifms ? , 

Hume. Ay, what elfe ? fear not her courage. 

Boling. 1 have heard her reported to be a woman of an 
invincible fpirit, but it fhall be convenient, Matter Hume, 
that you be by her aloft, while we be bufy below; and 
fb I pray you, go in God's name, and leave us. [Exit 
Hume^\ Mother Jordan, be pro ft rate and grovel on th« 
tarth ; John Southwel, read you, and let us to Our work. 

J Enter Eleanor above. 

Ebon. Well faid, my mailers, and welcome to all! to 
this geer, the fooner the better. 

Boling. Patience, good Lady;:, wizards know their 
.titties* 
Deep night, dark night, the filent of the night I, 
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The time of night when Troy was fet on fire, 
The time when fcreech-owls cry, and ban-dogs howl : 
When fpirits walk, and ghofts break up their graves ; 
That time beft fits the work we have in hand. 
Madam, fit you, and fear not; whom we raife, 
We will make faft within a hallo w'd verge. 

\Here they perform the ceremonies, and make the circlet 
Bolhtgbrook or Southnvel reads, C^njuro te, &c. It 
thunders and tightens terribly : then the fpirit rifeth. , 

Spirit. Adftim. 

M. Jord. Afmuth, by the eternal God, whole name 
And power thou tremhleft at, teH what I aflc ; 
For till thou fptak, thou malt not pafs from hence. 

Spirit. Afk what thou wilt. That I had faid, and 

done! 
* Baling. Firft, of the King: what (hall of him become -J 

Spirit. The Duke yet lives that Henry fliall depofe 5 
Bttt him outlive, and die a violent death. 

\Asihe Spirit f peaks > they write the anfwer. 

Baling. Ttdl me, what fates awah the Duke of Suffolk? 

Spirit. By water (hall he die, and take his end. 

Boling. What mall jbefal the Duke of Sonaeifct* ' 
' Spirit. Let him fliun caftles. 
Safer fhall he be on the faridy plains* 
Than where caftles mounted ftand. 
Have done, for more 1 hardly can endure. 

Boling. Defcendto datknefs, and the burning lake? 
Faife fiend, avoid \ . 
'/ [Thunder and lightning. Spirit defends 

JEuter tjje Duke of Tork % and the Duke of Buckingham y 
with their guards and break in% t 

Tori. Lay hands upon thefe traitors, and their tram : 
Beldame, I think, we watchM you at an inch. 
"What, Madam, are you there ? the King and the realm 
Are deep indebted for this piece of pains ; 
-My LbrdTroteftor will, I doubt it not, 
See you well guerdon'd for thefe good deferts. 
JZfcati. Not half fo tad as thine to England's King* * 
injurious Duke, that threat'ft. wYiere is wo caufe. 
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Away with them, let them be clapp'd up clofe* 
And kept «part. You, Madam, ihall with us. 
Stafford, take her to thee. 
Well ice your trinkets here forthcoming aH. 

[Exeunt Guard with Jordan y South wel, &c*. 

Tori. The Xing is now in progrefstow'rds St. Alban's; 
With him the hulband of this lovely lady : 
Thither go thefe news, as fall as horfe can carry them; 
A forry breakfaft for my Lord Protector. 

Buck. Your Grace (hall give me leave,, my Lord of 
To be the poft, in hope of his reward. [ York* 

TorL At your pleafure, my good Lord* 
Who's within there, ho '?' 

Enter a Serving-man* 

Invite my Lords of Salifbury and Warwick, 
To fup with me to-morrow night* Away i 

[Exeunt* 



out&wel, &«v* 
Tork. Lord Buckingham, methinfes, you watoVd. her welL 
A pretty plot, well chofe to build upon. 
Now pray, my Lord, let's fee the devil's writ. 
What have we here? 
The Duke yet lives that Henry]finoH depofr; 
But him outlive* and die a violent death. 
Why, this is j aft, Aiotc, Macida, Momanos v'tneere Ptffe* 
Well, to the reft. ......; 

Tell me what fate awaits the Puke of Suffolk I 

By -water jb all he die, and take his ena\ 

What {bill betide the Do i ko of Somerfct I 

Let Mm'Jbttn caftles.- 

Safer Jball he he on thejandy plains, 

Than -where cqfiies mounted jt and. 

Come, come, my Lords ; 

Thefe oracles are hardily attain'd. 

And Hardily tnaerftood. 

The King is now, &ci 

This repetition of the prophecies, which is altogether nnneceflary/ 
titer what the fpe&atqrs had heard in the fceoe immediatelyj>r eced- 
t ing, is not to be found in the firft edition of this play. Mr. Fope. 
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ACT II. SCENE I. At St. Alton's. ' 

Enter King Henry, Queen, Proteftor, Cardinal* and Suf- 
folk, with Faulconers hallooing* 

j£. Mar. J3ELIEVE me, Lords, for flying at the 
brook, 
1 faw not better fport thefe feven years' day j 
Yet, by your leave, the \vind was very high, 
And, ten to one, old Joan had not gone out. 

K. Henry. But what a point, my Lord, your faulcon 
And what a pitch me flew above the reft : [made 

To fee how God in all his creatures works \ 
Yea, man and birds are fain of climbing high, 

Suf No marvel, an* it like your Majefty, 
My Lord Protector's hawks do tow'r fc* well ; 
They know, their matter loves to be aloft, 
And bears his thoughts above his faulcon's pitch. 

Glo. My Lord, 'tis but a bafc ignoble mind,. . 
That mountt»no higher than a bird can foar. 

Car. 1 thought as much he'd be above the clouds. 

Glo. Ay, my Lord Card'nal, how think you by that i 
Were it not good your Grace cou'd fly to heav'u ? 

K.Henry. The treafury of everlafting joy t 

Car. Thy heaven h on earth, thine eyes and thoughts 
Bent on a crown, the treafure of thy heart i 
Pernicious Protector, dangerous Peer, 
That fmooth'ft it &> with King and common-weal! 

Glo. What Card'nal! is your priefthood grown fa> 
peremptory? TanUne animis cxlefirbus iral 
Churchmen fo hot ? good uncle, hide fuch malice. 
With fuch holinefs can you not do n»? 

Suf No malice, Sir, no more than well becomes. 
So good a quarrel, artdfo bad a Peer- 

Glo. As who, my Lord ? 

Suf. Why, as yourfelf, my Lord; 
An't like your lordly Lord Prote&orfhipi < 

Glo. Why, Suffolk, England knows thine infblencf; > 

g^Mar. And thy ambition, Glo'fter. 

/?. J/enry. 1 pray thee, peace, good Queen ^ 

ALnd whet not on thefe too too furious, YtfciH 

'Scar 
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For bleffed are the peace- makers on earth. 

Car. Let me be bleffed for the peace I make, 
Agaiiift this proud Protector, with my fword ! 

Glo. 'Faith, holy uncle, 'would 'twere come " 
to that. 

Car. Marry, when thou dar'ft. 

Glo. Make up no factious numbers f<x the 

matter, j> [Aftl*. 

In thine own perfon anfwer thy ahufc. 

Car. Ay, where thou dar'ft not peep: and 
if thou dar'ft, 
This ev'ning on the eaft fide of the grove. 

K. Henry. How now, my Lords? r 

Car. Believe me, coufin Glo'fter, 
Had not your man put up the fowl fb fuddenly, 
We'd had more fport— — Come with thy two-hand 
fword. « [AjukioGlouceJIcr. 

Glo. True, uncle. ...,.: . .;., 

Car. Are you advis'd? — The eaft fide of thegro*e? 6 

Glo. Cardinal, I wen with you*t ; ?; l^JM** 

K. Henry. Wily, how now* imcfe Gfe'fte*? 

Glo* Talking of hawking; nothing e&, my LokL-^- 
Now, by God's mother, Prieft, I'U tiuure your crown for 

this, , 

Or all my fence /hall fail [AJMe^ 

Car. [-<#*.] Medicr t Hfyfkm. ? 
Protector, fee to't well, protect yourDelf. "> . 

K. Henry. The winds grow high, fo da your lorn acts, 
How irkfome is this raufic to my heart! [Lovda.^ 

When ftach firings jar # what hopes of harmony ? 
I pray, my Lords, let me compound this ftrife. 

SCENE II. inter 6ne % crying^ A miracle. * 

Glo. What means this noife? 
Fellow, what miracle do ft thou proclaim ? 

One. A miracle, a miracle ! 

Suf. Come to the King, and tell him what miracle. 

One. Forfooth, a blind man at St. Alban's fhrine, 
Within this half-hour hath receiv'd his fight ; 
A man that ne'er faw in his life before. 

K. Henry. Now God be prais'd, that to bdkVwv^ fofita 
Give* light ift darJmefs, comfort in defpair I 

Enter 
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Enter the Mayor of St. Allan's^ and his brethren, bearing 
Stmpcox between two in a chair, Simpcox's wife foU 
lowing. 

Car. Here come the townfmen on proceffion, 
Before yoin* Highnefs to present the man. 

K. Henry. Great is hie comfort in this earthly vale, 
Though by his fight his fin be multiply'd. 
, Glo. Stand by, my mafters, bring him near the King, 
His Highnefs*' pkafure is to talk with him. 

K. Henry. Good fellow, tell us here the circumftance, 
That we for thee may glorify the Lord. 
What, haft thou been long blind, and now reftor'd ? 

• Simp. Born blind, an't pleafe your Grace, 

Wife. Ay, indeed, was he. 

Suf. What woman is this ? 
, Wife. His wife, an't like your Worm rp. 

Glo. Had'ft thou been his mother, thoa eouldft have 
better told. 

K* Henry. Where wert thou bora? 

Simp. At Berwick in the north, an't like your Grace. 

K. Henry. Poor foul! God's goodnefs hath been great 
to thee f 
Let never day or night unhallowed pais, 
But ftill remember what the Lord hath done. 

§>ueen. Tell me, good fellow, cam'ft thou here fey 
Or of devotion, to this holy ihrine ? ^chance, 

Simp. God knows, of pure devotion ; being call'd- 
A hundred times and oft'ner, in my* fleep 
By good Saint Alban; who faid, Sknpcox, come; 
Come, offer at my fhrine, and I will help thee. 

Wife. Moil true-, forfooth ; and many a time and oft 
Myfelf have heard a voice to call him fo, 

Car. What, art thou lame? 

Simp. Ay, God Almighty help me f 

Suf. How cam'ft thou fo ? 

Simp. A fall off a tree. 

Wife. A plum-tree, Mafter. 

Glo. How long haft thou been blind? 

Simp. O t born fo, Mafter. 

Gb. What, and wouldft climb a tree? • 
SJm/>. But once in ail my life, wlieft I w& a vwj&u 

7 .. Wife, 
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Wife. Too true, and bought his climbing very dear. 
Gh. Mafs, thou lov'dil plums well that wouldft vea- 

ture fo. 
Simp. Alas, good Sir, my wife defiVd fome damfont, 
nd made me climb with danger of my life. 
Glo. A fubtle knave! but yet it mall not fenre: 
jLet's fee thine eyes; wink now, now open them; 
to my opinion, yet, thou feeft not well. 
Simp. Yes, Mailer, clear as day; I thank God and St. 

Alban. 
Glo. Say 'ft thou me fo ? what colour is this cloak of? 
Simp. Red, Mailer, red as blood. 
Glo. Why, that's well faid. What colour is my gown of ! 
Simp. Black, forfooth, coal-black, as jet. 
K. Henry. Why then thou know'ft what colour jet is 
of? 
S»f. And yet I think jet did he never fee. 
Glo. But cloaks and gowns, before this day, a many. 
Wife. Never before this day in all his life. 
Glo. Tell me firrah, what's my name? 
Simp. Alas, Mailer, I know aot. 
Glo. What's his name? 
Simp. I know not. 
Glo. Nor his? 
Simp. No, indeed, Mailer. 
Glo. What's thine own name? 
Simp. Sounder Simpcox^ an' if it pleafe you, Mafter. 
Glo. Saunder, fit there, the lying'il knave in Chriilea- 
dom. 

If thou had been born blind, 
Thou might' ft as well know all our names, as thus 
To name the feveral colours we do wear. 
Sight may diftinguiih colours: 
But fuddenly to nominate them all, 
It is impoffible. 

My Lords, Saint Alban here hath done a miracle: 
Would ye not think that cunning to be great, 
That could reftore this cripple to his legs ? 
Simp. O Mailer, that you could ! 
Glo. My matters of Samt Alban's, 
Have you not beadles in your town, 
And things call'd whips? 

.*■■? Maj«r. 
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Mayor. Ye*, my Lord, i£ it pleafe your Grace, 
f Glo. Then fend for one prefently. 

Mayor. Sirrah, go fetch the beadle hither ftraight. 
.« [Exit Mejfenger. 

Glo. Now, fetch me a ftool hither. Now, firrah, if 
you mean to fave yourfelf from whipping, leap me over 
this ftool, and run away. 

Simp. Alas, Mafter, I am not able to ftand alone : # you 
go about to torture me in vain. 

Enter a Beadle with whips, 

Glo. Well, Sir, we muft have you find your legs. 
'Sirrah, beadle, whip him till he leap over that fame 
ftool. 

Bead. I will, my Lord. Come on, firrah, off with 
your doublet quickly. 

Simp. Alas, Mafter, what fhall I do ! I am not able to 
ftand. 

[After the beadle hath hit him once, he leaps over the 
jfiool, and runs away ; and they follow, and cry, A 
miracle! 

K. Henry. O God, feeft thou this, and bear'ft fo long I 

Queen. It made me laugh ta fee the villain run. 

Glo. Follow the knave, and take this drab away. 

Wife. Alas, Sir, we did it for pure need. 

Glo. Let them be whipp'd through every market- 
town, till they come to Berwick, from whence they came, 
[Exit Beadle with the woman. 

Car. Duke Humphry has done a miracle to-day. 

Suf. True; made the lame to leap, and flee away. a 

Glo. But you have done more miracles than I; :f 

You made in a day, my Lord, whole towns to fly. 3 

SCENE III. Enter Buckingham. 

K. Henry. What tidings with our coufin Buckingham ? 

Buck. Such as my heart doth tremble to unfold : 
A fort of naughty perfons, lewdly bent, ^ 
Under the countenance and confederacy 
Of Lady Eleanor, the Protector's wife, 
(The ringleader and head of all this xcw\.,\ 



Have pra&is'd dangeroufly againft your ftate; 
Dealing with witches and with conjurers, 
Whom we have apprehended in the fa&, 
Raiting up wicked fprrits from under ground; 
Demanding of King Henry's life and death, 
And other of your Highnefs? privy council, 
As more at large your Grace (hall underitand. 

&&> And fo, my Lord Protector, by this means 
YourTady is forthcoming, yet at London. 
This news I think hath turn'd your weapon's edge. 
'Tjs like, my Lord, you will not keep your hour. 

[jf/bk to Ghmcejbr. 
Glo. Ambitious churchman ! leave t' arflidt my heart! 
Sorrow and grief hare vanquinVd all my powers; 
And vanquiuVdas I am, I yield to thee, 
Or to the meaneft groom. 

K. Kenry. O God, what nufchiefs work the wicked 
Heaping confufion onrtheir own heads thereby ! [ones* 

§>utcn. Glo'ftcr, fee here the tainture of thy neft, 
Ami look thyfelf be faultkfs, thou wert bell. 

Glo. Madam, for myfelf r to Heaven I do appeal 
How I hare lovM the King and conrmon-weaU 
And for my wife, I know not how it ftands. 
\ Sorry am I to hear what I have heard; 
Noble (he is ; but i£ (he have forgot 
Honour and virtue, and conversed with fuck 
A*> like to pitch, defile Nobility; » 
I banifh her my bed and company, 
| And give her as a prey to law and fhame, 
That hath diihonour'd Glower's honeft name. 

K. Henry. Well, for this night we will repofe us kere* 
'o-morrow toward London back again, 
look into this bmuiefs thoroughly* 
call these foul offenders to their answers; 
poife the caufe in Jufticc' equal fcaks, 
>fe beam Hands fure y whofe rightful caufe prevails. 

\Fkuri[b> EpcemU 
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SCENE IV. Changes to the Duke of Tor V, palace. 
Eider Tori, Soli/bury 9 and Warwick. 

Vork. Now, my good Lords of Salifburyand Warwick, 
Our fimple f upper ended, give me leave, 
In this clofe walk to fausfy.myfelf, 
In craving your opinion of my title, 
Which is infallible, to England's crown. 

-&i/.-rMy Lord, I long to hear it thus at full. 

War. Sweet York, begin ; and if thy claim be good* 
The-Nevills are thy fubje&s to command. 

Tori. Tbenthus: 
Edward the Xhjrd, my Lords, had feven fons : 
The firft, Edward the Black Prince, Prince of Wales* 
The fecond, "William of Hatfield; and the third, 
Lionel Duke of Clarence; next to whom 
Was John- of Gaunt, the Duke of Lancafter ; 
The fifth was Edmond -Langley, Duke of York; 
The fixth, was Thomas of Woodftock, Duke of Glo'fter; 
William of Windfor. was thefeventh and la-ft. 
Edward the Black Prince dyM before his father, 
And left behind Aim Richard, his only fon, 
Who, after Edward the Third's death, reign'd King ; 
Till Henry Bolingbrpke, Duke of Lancafter,, 
The eldeft foaiand heir of John of Gaunt, 
Crown'd by the name of Henry the Fourth* 
SeizM on the realm ; depos'd the rightful King; 
S«nt his poor Queen to France from whence (he came* 
. And him to Pomfret ; where, as all you know, 
Harmlefs King Richard trait'roufly was murder 'd. 

War. Father, the Dukehatb told the truth. 
Thus got the houfe of Lancafter the crown. 

Tori. Which now they hold by force, and not by right? 
For Richard, the firft fon's heir being dead, 
The iflue of the next fon fhould have reigned. 
1 £ah But William of Hatfield dy'd without an heir. 

fork. The third fon, Duke of Clarence, from whofe 
I claim the crown, had iffue Philippe, a daughter, [line 
Who married Edmond Mortimer, Earl of March. 
Edmond had iffue ; Roger Earl of Match: 
..Mbgj&J&diffmi Edmond, Anue, ^u4 "Ei^^t* 
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Sal. This Edmond, in the reign of BolTngbrolce r 
As I have read, laid claim unto the crown; 
And, but for Owen xftendower, had been King-; 
Who kept him in captivity till he dy'dv 
But to the reft 

Tori. Hiseldeft fifter, Anne, 
My mother, being heir unto the crowftv 
Married Richard Earl of Cambridge, 
Who wad th'e fon to Edmond Langtey, 

Edward the Third's fifth fon.— 

By her I ctami the kingdom ;- (he was heir 

To RbgeV Eafi 'of March; who was the fon 

Of Edmond Mortimer, who married Philippe;' 

Sok daughter unw Lionel Duke of Clarence. . 

So, if the ifTue of the elder fon 

Succeed before the' younger, I am King* ' * 

War. What plain prOceedfhgis more plain than this?' 
Henry doth' claim the crown from John of Gaunt, 
The fourth fon ; York-h*re« claims it from the third. 
Till Lionel's iflue fail, mV mould not reign ; 
It fails not yet, but nourifheth in thee, 
And in thyfons,' fair flips of fuch a ftock. 
Then, father Salifbury, kneel we together, « 
And in this private plot be we the fir ft, / 

That (hall falute our rightful Sovereign 
With honour of his birthright to the crown* 

Both. Long live- our Sov'reign Richard, England's* 
King!! 

Port.- We thanlryou, Lords: but I am not your KJhg 
Till I be crown 'd; and that my fword be ftain'd 
With heart-blood of- the houfe of Lancafter: 
And that's not fuddenly to be perform'dj 
But with advice and filent fecrecy. 
Do you, as -I do, in thefe dang'rous days* 
Wink at the Duke of Suffolk's infolence, 
At Beaufort's pride, at Somerfet's ambition*- 
At Buckingham, and all the crew of them ; 
Till they have fnar'd the (hepherd of the flock, 
That virtuous prince, the good Duke Humphry : 
'Tis that they feek, and they in feeking that 
Shall, fcek their deaths, if York can prop\iety. 

C 2 S<lW 
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Sal. My Lord, here break we off; we know your 
mind. 

War. My heart allures me, that the Earl pf Warwick 
Shall one day make the Duke of York a King. 

Tort. And, Nevil, this 1 do affure myfelf : 
Richard mall live to make the Earl of Warwick 
The greateft man in England, but the King. [Exeunt. 

SCENE V. Changes to a houfe near to Smithfield. 

Sound trumpets. Enter King Henry, Queen, and Nobles; 
the Dutc hefty Mother Jordan, Southivd, Hume, and Bo* 
Rngbrook, under guard. 

K. Henry. Stand forth, Dame Eleanor Cobban), 
Glo'fter's wife. 
In fight of God and us your guilt is great; 
Receive the fentence of the law for fins, 
Such as by God's book are adjMdg'd to death. 
You four from hence to prifon, back again ; 
From thence unto the place of execution ; 
The witch in Smithneld fhaH be burn'd to afhes, 
And you three (hall be ilrangled on the gallows. 
You, Madam, for you are more nobly born, 
Defpoiled of your honour in your life, 
Shall after three days open penance done, 
Live is your country here, in bani&ment, 
Wkb Si- John Stanley, in the ifle of Man. 

Elean, Welcome is exile, welcome were my death. 

Gbt The law, thou feeftj hath judged thee, Eleanor ; 
I cannot juftify whom law condemns. 

[Exeunt Eleanor, and others, guarded. 
Mine eyes are full of tears, my heart of grief. 
Ah, Humphry! this dimonour in thine age 
Will bring thy head wkh forrow to the ground. 
I befeech your Majefty, give me leave to go ; 
Sorrow would folace, and my age would eafe. 

K. Henry. Stay, Humphry, Duke of Glo'fler; ere 
Give up thy ftaff; Henry wfll to himfelf [thou go, 

Protector be, and God fhalr be ray hope, 
My flay, my guide, and lanthorn to my feet. 
And go in peace, Humphry, no lefe beVaVd, 
Tiaa when thou wert Prote&or to tbv 1&\\£. 

3^ Mar. 
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^J. M or. I fee no reafon why a King of years 
Should be to be protected like a child : 
God and King Henry govern England'? realm : 
Give up your ftaff, Sir, and the King his realm. 

GIo. My ftafF? here, Noble Henry, is my ftafF: 
As willingly do I the fame refign, 
As e'er thy father Henry made it mine; 
And even as willing at thy feet I leave it, 
As others would ambitioufly receive it. 
Farewell, good King; when I am dead and gone, 
May honourable peace attend thy throne. 

\Exit'GU>ucejkr. 

J§J. Mar. Why, now is Hertry King, and Marg'rcf 
Queen. 
And Humphry Duke of Glo'fter fcarce himfelf, 
That bears fo fhrewd a maim; two pulls at once;? 
» His Lady banifh'd, and a limb lopp'd off; 
This ftaff of honour raught, there let it ftand, 1 • 
Where beft it fits to be, in Henry's hand. 

Suf. Thus droops this lofty pine, and hangs his (prays ju 
Thus Eleanor's pride dies in her younger days. 

Tork. Lords> let him go. Pteafe it your Majefty, 
This is the day appointed for the combat, 
And ready are th' appellant and defendant, 
The armourer and 'his man, to enter the lifts 1 ; 
So pleafe your Highnefs to behold the fight. 

<$>. Mar. Ay, good my Lord j for purpofety therefore* 
Left I the court v to fee this quarrel try'd. 

K. Henry. A^Gdd's aame^fee the lifts and all things fit f 
Here let them end it, and. God guard the right! ' 

Twit. I never faw a fellow woxfebeftead, 
(h more afraid to fight, than i* ; tfet' appellant! '• 
Uhe iervant of the armourer* my Lord*. .- ' 
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SCENE VI. f 

Enter at one door the armourer and his neighbour \r> drinking f" 
to himfo much, that he is drunk) and be enters with a '"* 
drum before him y and his Jlajf, with a f arid-bag fajiened . 
/o i/-)*; and at the other door his many with a drum and >(' 
fandiag, and prentices drinking to him. i. 

1 Neigh. Here, neighbour Horner, I drink to you in L 
" a cup of fack; suxd fear not, neighbour, you fhall do { 

well enough. ['. 

2 Neigh. And here, neighbour* here's a cup of char- ^ 
neco. . j. 

3 Neigh. And here's a pot of good double beer> /f 
neighbour; drink* and fear not your man. |, 

J^rw. Lft it come, i 7 faith, and 1'U pledge you all; X 
and a fig for Peter. " 

. i Preru Here, Peter, I drink to thee, and be not a* 
£raid. 

2 /V<?«. Be merry, Peter, a»d fear, not thy mailer; 
fight for the credit of the prentices. 

Peter. I thank you all; drink and pray for me, I 
pray you; for 1 think I have taken, my tail draught 
in this world. Here, Robin, i£ I die, 1 give thee my 
apron; and, Will, thou fhalt have my hammer; and 
here, Tom, take all the money that I have, O Lord, 
ljk& me I pray God; for I am never able to deal with 
my mailer, he hath learu'd JCb much to fence already. 

SaJ. Co^ne, kaye .your drinking, and fall to blows. 
Sirrah, what '* thy name ? 

Peter. Peter, forfooth, 

Sal. Peter? what moie i 

Peter. Thump. >. . ; 

Sal. Thump ? Then fee thou thump thy mafter weft*. 

Arm. Mailers, I am come hither as it were upon my 
man's mitigation, to prove him a knave, and myfelf an 
honed man: and touching the Duke of York, I will 
take rtiy -death 1 never meant him any ill, nor the King, 
nor the Queen; and therefore, Peter, have at thee with 

a 

f As, according to the old laws of duels. Knights w.erc to fight. •; 
with the lance and fword; fo thofc ot infenoi wiVtw^YavnxJxAa ■ 
*fe* tiatfor batoon, to the farther sudoi vitaOfcNmki^^A*^ } 
eramm'd hard with facd. 
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aright blow, as Bevis of Southampton fell upon 

[£• Difpatch; this knave's tongue begins to double* 
, trumpets; alarum to the combatants. 

{Tfheyjighty and Peter Jirikes him down. 
Hold, Peter, hold; 1 confefs, I confefs treafon. 

[Bits. 

li. Take away his weapon: fellow, thank God, 

\ good wine in thy matter's way* 

\ O God, have I overcome mine enemy in this* 

ler, thou hail prevail'd in right. [prefencc 1 

I Henry. Go, take hence that traitor from our fight, 

' his death * we do perceive his guilt* 

1 in juilice hath reveal'd to us 
ruth and innocence of this poor fellow. 
, he had thought to murder wrongfully* 
, fellow, follow us for thy reward. [Exeunt* 



SCENE VII. Thejlreet. 
' Duie Humphry and his men, in mourning cloafo* 

1. Thus {onetimes hath the brighten: day a cloudV 
I after faminer, evermore fucceeds 
iarren winter with his nipping cold: 
[res and joys abound* asfeafans fleet* 
that's a clock? 
Ten, my Lord* 

Tea is tie hour that was appointed me, 
ktch the coming of my punifh'd Dutchefs: 
Vth may (he endure the flinty ftretts, 
ad them with her tender-feeling feet. 
[ Nell, ill can thy noble mind a-brook 

" people gazdng on thy face, 
I envious looks ftill laughing at thy (ha 

~: did follow thy proud ciariot-whV_ 
[thou dtdftride in triumph thro' the ftreets. 
W I think fhe comes; and 1*11 prepare 
-ftain'd eyes to fee her miferks* 

Enter 

,^4$*- Bw&bythcisLxvsoi fade , V*c thai to • 
t Executed in confequctXQa of it, - i * - 
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Enter the Dutehefs in a white Jheet, and a taper burning in- 
ker hand, with Sir Jbhn Stanley, a Sheriff" and Officers.- • 

Serv. So pleafe your Grace, we'll take her from the 
Sheriff. 

Gto. No,.ftir not for your. Eves, Jet her-pafs by. 

Elean. Come you, my Lord; to fee tny open -ihame l : 
Now thou doft penance too. Look, how they gaze! 
See how the giddy multitude do point , 
And nochtheir heads, and throw their eyes on thee V ! 
Ah, Glb'fter, hide thee fromtheir hateful idoks; 
And in thy clofet pent- up , rue my (frame,., 
And ban our enemies, both mine and thine. 

Glo. Be patient, gentle Nell J forget this griefT 

Elean* Ah! Glo'fter, teach me to forget myfelff: 
For whilft I think I am thy married wife* 
And thou a prince, Protector of this land, . 
Methinks I mould not Jki3 be led along, . 
Mail'dup in fhame, with papers. on. my back;: 
And folU>w/d with a rabble, that rejoice . 
To fee my tears, and hear my deep-fetch'd groans. . 
The ruthfefs flint doth cut . my tender feet ; 
And* when I Hart, the cruel people laugh* 
And bid me be advifed how i tread. 
Ah! Humphry, oan J baa* this (hameful yoke? 
Trow' ft thou that e'er I'll look upon the worlds . 
Or count them happy that enjoy the fua ? 
No : dark, (half be my- light* and. night; my day. 
To think upon my pomp, (hall be ray hell. 
Sometime I'll fay, I am-JDuke Humphry's wife, . 
And he a prince^ and rukr of the land: 
Yet fo he rul'd, ^nd fuch, a prince he was, 
That he ftood by, whiift I, hia forlorn Dutehefs, , 
Was made a wonder and a pointing-flock 
To every idl^p&al ibHo we& 
But be thou mild, and blufti not at ray fhame, . 
Nor ftir at nothing, till the .ax of death 
Hang over thee, as, fure, it fhortly will. 
Por Suffolk (he that can do all in all 
jyith her, that batcth thee and hate^ us all,) 
And York, and impious Beau/ott, that feife $wk> 
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Have all lim'd buihes to betray thy wings ; 
And fly thou, how thou can'ft, they'll tangle thee: 
But fear not thou until thy foot be fnar'd, ' * 

Nor never feek prevention of tlrjr foes. 

Glo. Ah, Nell, forbear ; thou airneft all awry. 
I muft offend before 1 be attainted: . 
And had I twenty times fo many foes. 
And each of them had twenty times their power, 
All thefe could not procure me any fkaith, 
So long as I am loyal, true, and crimelefs. 
Wouldfl have me refcue thee from this reproach? 
Why, yet thy fcandal were not wip'd away 5 
But I in danger for the breach of law. 
Thy greateft help is quiet, gentle Nell: 
I pray thee, fort thy heart to patience ; . 
Thefe few days' wonder will be quickly worn. 

Enter a Herald. 

Her. I fummon your Grace to his Maje&y's parliament 
holden at Bury, the firft of this next month. 

Glo. And my content ne'er afk'd herein before? 
This is clofe dealing. Well, I will be there. 

[Exit Herald. 
My Nell, I take my leave; and,- Mailer Sheriff, 
Let not her penance exceed the King's conuniffion* 

Sber. An't pleafe your Grace^here my commiffion flays: • 
And Sir John Stanley is appointed now, 
To take her with him to the ifle of Man. 

GIo. Muft you, Sir John, protect my Lady here? 

Stan. So am I giv'n in charge, may 't pleafe your Grace. 

Glo. Intreat her not the worJe» ia that I pray 
You ute her well ; the world may laugh again ; 
And 1 may live to do you kindneis, if 
You do it her : and lb, Sir John, farewell. 

Eleatu What gone, my Lord, and bid me fe farewell?, 

Glo. Witnefs my tears, I cannot ftay to fpeaK. 

[Exit Glaucejler. 

Elean. Art thou gone too? all comfort go with thee i 
For none abides with me ; my joy is death ; 
Death, at whofa ruune I o£t have "been afraid* 
Becaufe I with f d this world'* eternity. 
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Stanley, I pr'ythee, go and take me hence, 

I care not whither, for I beg no" favour; *t 

Only convey me where thou art commanded. | 

Stan, Why, Madam, that is to the ifle of Man; ' 
There to be us*d : according to your ftate. 

Elean. That's bad enough, for I am but reproach : ' 
And (hall I then be us'd reproachfully? 

Stan. Nbj Eke a Dutchefs,and'Duke Humphry's lady* ' 
According to that ftate you* mail be us r d. 

Elean. Sheriff, farewell, and Better than I fare; 
Although thou haft been conducVof my fhame. 

Sher. It is my office; Madam, pardon me. 

Elean. Ay, ay, farewell: thy ofiTce is 1 dHbharg'd. ' 

Come, Stanley, (hall we go? : ■£ 

Stan. Madam, your penanCe d6ne, throw ofT this fheet^» j' 
And go we to attire you for our journey. . / 

Elean. My fhame will not be fhiftedwith my fhectr: ,| J 
No, it will hang upon my rtchefh robes,. 
And (hew it felf, attire me how lean* • 

60, lead the way, I long to fee my ptffon2 \Exeunti <f 

I 
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ACT "HI.. SCENE L, 
j4t<Bury, 

Enter King Henry, §£ueen, Cardinal, Suffolk, Tori, Buck* 
ingham, Salt/bury, and Warwick y . to the* parliament. 

K. Henry. JL Miife my Eord^of do'fter is not corner 
'Tis not his wont to be the hindmoft man, 
Whate'er occafion keeps him from -us now. ■ t \ 

£K Alan Can you not fee? or will you nofr obferve jf 
The ftrangenefs of his- altered countenance?. ' '* h 

With whatamajefty he bears himfelfj ; \ 

How infolJflp of late he is become? 

How peremptory and unlike himfielf K J 

We know the time fince he was mild and affable :- 
v And if we did but glance a far-off look, * 
Jmmediately he was upon his knee; 

That all the court admir'd him f or foY>m\fl\otu ' v ' 

But meet him now, and be it in the tooto* 
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\ When ev'ry one will give, the time of day, 

He knits his brow, and (hews an angry eye, 

Andj>affeth by with (tiff unbowed knee, 

Difdaining duty that to us belongs. 

Small curs a,re not regarded when they grin? 

But great men tremble when the lion roars. 

And Humphry is no little man in England. 

Firft note, that he is near you in defcent ; 

And mould you fall, he is the next will mount* 
' Me feemeth then, it is no policy, 

( Refpe&ing what a rane'rous mind he bears* 

i^nd his advantage following your deceafe,) 

That he fhould come about your royal perfon, 

Or be. admitted to your Highnefe' council. 

.By flattery 'hath he won the commons' hearts: 

And when he'll plcafe to make commotion, 

'Tis to be fear'd they all will follow him. 

Now 'tis the fpring^and weeds are (hallow-rooted* 

Suffer them now, -and they'll overgrow the garden* 

And choke the hcrb3 for want of hufbandry. 

The reverent care I bear unto my Lordt, 

Made me. collect thefe dangers in the Duke. 

If it be fond, call it a woman's fear: 

Which fear, if better reafons can fupplant, ' 

I will fubferibe, and fay, I wjong'd the Duke. 

My Lords of Suffolk, Buckingham, and York, 

.Reprove my allegation, if you can, . 

Or elfe conclude my words effectual. 

Suf. Well hath your Highnefs feen into this Duke. 

And had I firft been put to fpeak my mind, 

I think i mould have told your Grace's tale. 

The Dutchefs, by his fubordinatlon, 

Upon my life, began her deviiifh practices; 

Or if he were not *rivy to thofe faults, 

Yet, by reputing oT his high defcent, 

As next the King he was fucceffive heir, 

And fuch high vaunts of his nobility, 

Did inftigate the bedlam brain-ftck Dutchefs, 

By wicked means to frame our Sov'reign's fall. 

Smooth runs the water where the brook is deep, 

And in his fimple ihew he harbours treafou. 

Hie fcx barks act when he would fteai 0&e \aftfa. 
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No, no, my Sovereign ; Glo*fter is a mati 
Unfounded yet, and full t>£ deep deceit. 

Car, "Did he not, contrary to form of law, 
Devife ftrange deaths forfmall offences done? 

*York. And did he not, in his Protedtormip, 
Levy great fums of money through the realm 
For foldiers' pay in France, and never fent it ? 
6y means whereof the towns each day revolted. 

Buck. T4t 9 thefe are petty faults to faults unknown, | 

Which time will bring to light in fmooth Duke Hum* 

phry/ • 

K. Henry.. My Lords, at once ; the care you have of us,- 
To mow down thorns that would annoy our foot; 
Is worthy praife. But malH fpeak my conference? 
Our kinfman Glo'fter is aa innocent 
From meaning treafon to our royal perfon, 
As is the fucking- lamb or harmlefs dove. 
The Diifee is virtuous, mild, and too well given 
To dream on evil, or to work my downfall 

J^. Mar. Ah ! what's more dang'rous tban th» fond 
affiance? 
Seems he a dove? his feathers are but borrow'd; 
For he's difpofed as the hateful raven. 
Is he a lamb ? his fkin is furely lent him ; 
For he's incltn'd as is the ravenous wolf. 
Who cannot fteal * fhape that means deceit ? \ 

Take heed, my Lord; the welfare of us all - j 

Hangs on the cutting fhort that fraudful man. j 

Enter Somerfet, | 

Som. All health unto my gracious Sovereign ! j 

K.Henry. Welcome, Lord Somerfet; what news from J 

France? \ , * j 

Som. That all your int'reft in thofc territories 'jj 

Is utterly bereft you ; all is loft. 

K. Henry. Cold news, Lord Somerfet; but God's i 

will be done ! I 

York. Cold news for me : for I had hope of France, j 

As firmly as I hope for fertile England. *-- 

Thus are my bio/Toms blafted in the bud, 

And caterpillars eat my leaves away • 



'i 
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But I will remedy this gear ere long, 

Or fell my title for a glorious grave. [Aftde m 

SCENE IT. Enter Gloucejler. 

G!c. All happinefs unto my Lord the King ! 
Pardon, my Liege; that I have ftaid fo long. 

Stiff. Nay, Glo'fter, know, that tho* art come too 
Unlefs thou wert more loyal than thou art. [foon, 

I|lo arreft thee of high treafon here. 
- G!o. Well, Suffolk, yet thou malt not fee me blufli, 
Nor change my countenance for this arreft. 
A heart unfpotted is not eafily daunted. 
The pureft fpring is not fo free from mud, 
As I am clear from treafon to my Sovereign. 
Who can accufe me ? wherein am I guilty ! 
. York. 'Tis thought, my Lord, that you took br ibe 
of France ; 
And, being Protector, ftaid the foldiers' pay; 
By means whereof his Highnefs hath loft France. 

Glo. Is it but thought fo? what are they that think it? 
4 never robb'd the foldiers of their pay, 
LNor ever had one penny bribe from France. 
FSo help me God, as I have watch 'd the night, 

1 f Ay, night by night, in ftudying good for England! 
That doit that e'er I wrefted from the King, 
Or any groat I hoarded to my ufe", 
Be brought againft me at my trial-day! 
s No; many a pound of my own proper-ftore, 
"Becaufe I would not tax the needy commons, 
( Have I diiburfed to the garrifons, 
And never afk'd for reftitution. 

Car. It ferves you well, my Lord, to fay fomuch. 
Glo. 1 fay no more than truth ; fo he^p me Godl 
Turk. In your prote&orlhip you did devife 
jc tortures for offenders, never heard of, 
■Tbat England was defam'd by tyranny. 

*(So. Why, 'tis well known, that, whiles I was Pro- 

g Sty was all the fault that was in me: [te&or, 

_<^I fhould melt at an offender's tears, 

►wly words were ran fom for their fault. 

it were a bloody murderer, 

Wonibus thie£that fieee'd poor pafleriffers, 
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I never gave them condign punifliment. 
Murder, indeed, that bloody fin, I tortur'd 
Above the felon, or what trefpafs elfe. 

Suf. My Lord, thefe faults are eafy, quickly an- 
fwer'd; 
But mightier crimes are laid unto your charge, 
Whereof you cannot eafily purge yourfelf. 
I do arreft you in his Highnefs' name, 
And here commit you to my Lord Cardinal 
To keep, until your further time of trial. 

K. Henry, My Lord of Glo'fter, 'tis my fpecial hope, 
That you will clear yourfelf from all fufpicion ; 
My confcience tells me you are innocent. 

Glo. Ah, gracious Lord, thefe days are dangerous* 
Virtue is chok'd with foul ambition, 
And Charity chas'd hence by Rancour's hand- 
Foul Subornation is predominate, 
And equity exil'd your Highnefs' land. 
I know their complot is to have my -life: 
And, if -my death might make -this ifland happy, 
And prove the period of their tyranny* 
I would expend it with all wrllingnefs. 
But mine is made the prologue to their play : 
For thoufands more, ^hat yet fufped no peril, 
Will not conclude their plotted tragedy. 
Beaufort's red fparkling eyes*blab his heart's malice, 
And Suffolk's cloudy brow his ftormed hate ; 
jSharp Buckingham unburdens with his tongue 
The envious load that lies upon his heart; 
And dogged York that reaches at the moon, 
Whofe over-weening arm I have pluck'd back* 
By ialfe accufe doth level at my life. 
And you, my Sovereign Lady, with the reft, 
Caufelefs have laid difgraces on my head, 
And with yourbeft endeavour have ilirr'd up 
Myliefeft Liege to be mine enemy:. 
Ay, all of you have laid your heads together, 
(Myfelf had notice of your conventicles,) 
And all to make away my guiltlefs life. 
. 1 IhaU not want falfe witnels to condemn me, 
JVbr ftore of treafons to augment my gvxilu 
Xhe ancient proverb will be well ejfe€te&> . 
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Afiaffis quickly found to beat a dog. 

Car. My Liege, his railing is intolerable* 
If thofe that care to keep your royal perfon 
From treafon's fecret knife and traitor's rager 
Be thus upbraided, chid, and rated at, 
And the offender granted fcope of fpeech, 
Twill make them cool in zeal unto your Grace. 

Stiff". Hath he not twit our Sovereign Lady here 
With ignominious w^rds, though darkly couch'd? 
As if fhe had fubornedfome to fwear 
Falfe allegations, to o'erthrow his ftate. 

$>. Mar. But I- can -give the lofer leave to chide. 

Glo. Far truer fpok-e than meant ; I lofe, indeed ;- 
Befhrewthe winners, for they play'd me falfe; 
And* well fuch lofera may have leave to fpeak. 

Buck. He'll wreft the fenfe, and hold us here all day. 
Lord Cardinal, he is your pfifoner. 

Car. Sirs, take away the Duke, and guard him fure. 

Glo. Ah, thus King Henry throws away his crutch* 
Before his legs be firm to bear his body: 
Thus is the fhepherd beaten from thy fide, 
And wolves are gnarling who (hall gnaw thee firft. 
Ah, that my fear were falfe ! ah that it were ! 
Eor, good King. Henry, thy decay I fear. [Exit guarded* 

SCENE in: 

K. Henry. My Lords, what to your wifdom feemeth? 
Do or undo, as if ourfelf were here. [beft, 

Jg. Mar. What will your Highnefs leave the parlia- 
ment ? 

K. Henry. Ay, Margaret; my heart is drown'd with 
Whofe flood begins to flow within my eyes ; [grief, 

My body round ingirt with mifery : * 
For what's more miferable than difcontent? 
Ah, uncle Humphry! in thy face 1 fee 
The map of honour, truth, *and loyalty ; , 
And yet, good Humphry, is the hour to come, 
That e'er I prov'd thee falfe, or fear'd thy faith. 
What low'ring ftar now envie3 thy eftate, 
That thefe great Lords, and Margaret our Queen> 
Do feek fubverlion of thy harmMs life, 
That never didft them wrong, nor no man wrong ^ 

& 2 KtA 
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And as the butcher takes away the calf, 
And binds the wretch, and beats it when it drives, 
Bearing it to the bloody (laughter-houfe ; 
Even fo remorfelefs have they borne him hence. 
And as the dam runs lowing up and down, 
Looking the way her harmlefs young one went, 
And can do nought but wail her darling lofs ; 
Even fo myfelf bewail good Glo'fter's cafe 
With fad unhelpful tears ; and with dimm'd eye£ 
Look after him, and cannot do him good: 
So mighty are his vowed enemies. 
His fortunes I will weep, and 'twixt each groan 
Say, whoVa traitor? Glo'fter he is none. [Exit. 

£>. Mar. Free Lords, cold fnow melts with the fun'a 
Henry my Lord is cold in great affairs, [hot beams-, 

Too full of foolifh pity : Glo'fter's (hew 
Beguiles him as the mournful crocodile 
With forrow foares relenting paffengers: 
Or as the fnake, roll'd in a Sow'ry bank, 
With mining chequer'd (lough, doth fling a child 
That for the beauty thinks it excellent. 
Believe me, Lords, were none more wife than I* 
(And yet herein I judge my own wit good,) 
This Glo'fter (hould be quickly rid the world, 
To rid us. from the fear we have of him. 

Can That he (hould die, is worthy policy;. 
But yet we want a colour for his death : 
. 'Tis meet he be condemn'd by courfe of law. 

Suf. But, in my mind, this were no policy ; 
The King will labour flill to fave his life, 
The commons haply rife to fave his life; 
And yet we have but trivial argument, 
More than miftruft, that (hews him worthy death. 
Tork. So that by this, you would not have him die> 
Suf. Ah, York, no man alive fo fain as I. 
Tork. 'Tis York that hath more reafon for his death*. 
But, my Lord Cardinal, and you, my Lord of Suffolk, 
Say as you think, and fpeak it from your fouls: 
Were't not all one, an empty eagle were fct 
To guard the chicken from a hungry kite, 
As place Dake Humphry for the King's Protector? 
^ Mar. So the popr chicken ftvovii be, £\\re. oi teaxV 
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Suf. Madam, 'tis true; and were't not madnefs then 
To make the fox furveyor of the fold ? 
Who being accus'd a crafty murderer, 
His guilt fhould be but idly polled over, 
Becaufe his purpofe is not executed. 
No ; let him die, in that he is a fox, 
By nature*prov*d an enemy to the flock, 
Before his chaps be ftain'd with crimfon blood, 
As Humphry's prov'd by reafons to my Liege; 
And do not ftand on quillets how to flay him:: 
Be it by ginns, by fnares, by fubtilty, 
Sleeping or waking, 'tis no matter how, 
So he be dead; for that is good deceit 
Which mates him firft, that fir ft intends deceit. 

£. Mar. Thrice Noble Suffolk, 'tis refolutely fpoke. 

Suf. Not refolute, except £b much were done ; 
For things are often fpoke, and feldom meant ; 
But that my heart accordeth with my tongue, 
Seeing the deed is meritorious, 
And to preferve my Sovereign from his foe, 
Say but the word* and I will be his prieft. 

Car. But I would have him dead, my Lord of Suffolk,* 
Ere you can take due orders for a prieft ; 
Say you confent, and cenfure well the deed,, 
And 1*11 provide his executioner;, 
I tender fothe fafety of my Liege. 

Svf. Here is my hand, the deed is worthy doing,- . 

^. Mar. And fo fay L 

York. And I: And now we three have fpoke it j, 
It (kills not greatly who impugns our doom. 

SCENE IV. Enter a PbJK 

Pqft. Great Lords, from Ireland am I come amain^. 
To fignify that rebels there, are up* 
And put the Englishmen unto the fword: 
Send fucoours, Lords, and flop the rage betime, 
Before the wound do grow incurable ; 
For being green, there is great hope of help. 
• Car. A breach that craves a quick expedient flop! 
i What counfel give you in this weighty caufe? 

JTor^That Somerfet be Cent a Regent thither ', 
^t$mc€Tthat lucky ruler be employ 'd ; 

m 
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Witnefs the fortune he hath had in France 

Som. If York,- with all his fair-fetch'd policy, 
Had been the Regent there infteadof me, 
He never wou'd have (laid in Fiance fo long. 

Tork. No, not to lofe it all, as thou haft done: 
I rather would have loft my life betimes, 
Than bring a burden of difhonour home, 
By flaying there fo long, till all were loft. 
Shew me one fear charac~t.er , d on thy fkin: 
• Mens' flefh preferv'd fo whole do felcjom win, 

J^. Mar. Nay then, this fpark will prove a raging fire, 
If wind and fewel be brought to feed it with. 
No more, good York* fweet Somerfet,-be ftill. 
Thy fortune, York, hadft thou been Regent there, 
Might happily have prov'tl* far worfe than his. 

Tork* What, worfe than nought? nay, then a fhame 

take all! 
Som. And, in the number, thee that wiflieft (hame! 
Car. My Lord of York, try what your fortune is:. 
Th* uncivil kerns of Ireland are in arms, 
And temper clay with blood of EnglifLt.en. 
To Ireland will you lead a band of men, 
Collected choicely from each county fome, 
And try your hap againft the Irifhmen ? 

TorL I will, my Lord, fo pleafe his Majefty. 
. Suf. Why, our authority is his confent ; 
And what we do eftablifh, he confirms; 
Then, Noble York, take thou this tafk in hand. 

Tork. I am content : provide me foldiers, Lords, 
Whilft I take order for mine own affairs 

Suf. A charge* Lord York, that I will fee perform'^ 
But now return we to the falfe Duke Humphry, 

Car, No more of him ; for I deal with him, 
That henceforth he (hall trouble us no more: 
A nd fo break off: the day is almoft fpent : 
Lord Suffolk, you and I muft talk of that event. 

Tork. My Lord of Suffolk, within fourteen days 
At Briftol I expe& my foldiers; tu 

For there I'll fhip them all for Ireland. * 

Suf. I'll fee it truly done, my Lord of Yoik. [Exeunt;. 
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SCENE V. Manet TorL 

Tork. Now, York, or never, fteel thy fearful thoughts, 
And change mifdoubt to resolution : 
Be that thou hop'fl to be, or what thou art 
Refign to death, it is not worth th* enjoying, 
Let pale-fac'd fear keep with the mean-born man, 
And find no harbour in a royal heart. 
Fafler th,an fpring time fhow'rs, comes thought on: 
And not a thought but thinks on dignity. [thought, 

My brain, more bufy than the lab'ring fpider, 
Weaves tedidus fnare^to trap mine enemies. 
Well, Nobles, well; 'tis politicly, done, 
To fend me packing with an hoft of men : 
1 fear me you be warm the ftarved fnake, 
Who, cherinVd in your breaft, will fling your heajts* 
'Twas men I lack'd, and you will give them me ;. 
I take it kindly : yet be well aiTur'd, 
You put (harp weapons in a madman's hands. 
WhUft I in Ireland nourifh a mighty band*. 
I will ftir up in England fome black ftorm 
Shall blow ten thou fand fouls to heaven or helL • 

And this fell temped (hall not ceafe to rage, 
Until the golden circuit on my head, 
(Like to the glorious fun's tranfparent beams,) 
Do calm the fury of this mad-brain'd flaw« 
And, for a minifter of my intent, 
1 have fedue'd a headftrong Kentifh man, 
John Cade of Afhford, 
To make commotion, as full well he can, 
Under the title of John Mortimer. 
In Ireland have I feen this Rubborn Cade 
Oppofe himfelf againft a troop of kerns; 
And fought fo long, till that his thighs with- darts 
Were almoii: like a fliarp-quill'd porcupine: 
And, in the end being refcu'd, I have feen 
Him caper upright like a wild Morifco, 
Shaking the bloody darts, as he his bells. 
Full often, like a fhag-hair'd crafty kern, 
a Hath he converted with the enemy; 
*&&& imfflcover'd come to me again, 
^B&gfvlfjne notice of their villanies. 
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This devil here (hall be my fubftitute; 

For that John Mortimer, which now is dead, 

Iir face, in gait, in fpeech he doth refemble* 

By this 1 (hall perceive the commons' mindi 

How they affect the houfe and claim of York. 

Say he be taken, rack'd, and tortured ; 

I know no pain they can inflic\ upon him 

Will make him fay, I mov'd him to thofe arms* 

Say that he thrive, as 'tis great like he will; 

Why, then, from Ireland come I with my ftrength* 

And reap the harveil which that rafcal fow'd; 

For Humphry being dead, as he (hall be, 

And Henry put apart, the next for me* [Exit.. 

SCENE VL An apartment in the palace. 

Enter tmm or three running over the \flage from the murder of 
Duke Humphry. 

1. Run to* my Lord of Suffolk ; let him know 
We have difpatch'd the Duke, as'he commanded. 

2. Oh that it were to do! what we have donei: 
Didft ever hear a man fo penitent ! 

Enter Sujplk*. 

I. Here comes my Lord* 

Suf. Now, Sirs, have you difpatchM this thing T 

i. Ay, my good Lord, he's dead. 

Sufi .Why, that's wellfaid. Go get you to my houfe;; 
I will reward you for this vent 'rous. deed: 
The King and all the Peere are here at hand. 
Have you laid fair the bed? are all. things well, 
According as I gave directions ?. 

i. Yes, my good Lord. 

Suf. , Away be gone. [Exeunt Murderer?*- 

Enter King Henry, the Queen,. Cardinal, Somerfet, with* 
Attendants. 

K. Henry. Go, call our uncle to our prefence ftrait: § 
Say, we intend to try his Grace to-day, 
If he be guilty, as 'tis publiihed. 
Suf I'll call him prefently, my Noble Lord, [Exiti. 

K» Rewny 



Sc 6. KING HENRY VI. 4* 

K. Henry. Lords, take your places : and I pray you ajl, 
Proceed no flraiter 'gainft our uncle Glo'iter, 
Than from true evidence of good efteem 
He be approv'd in practice culpable. 

Q. Mar. God forbid any malice mould prevail,. 
That faultlefs may condemn a nobleman ! 
Pray God he may acquit him of fufpicion ! 

K. Henry. 1 thank thee. Well, thcfe words content 
me much. 

Enter Suffolk. 

How now? whylook'ft thou pale? why trembled thou? 
Where is our uncle? what is the matter, Suliolk? 
Svf. Dead in his bed, my Lord; Glo'iter is dead. 
Jg. Mar. Marry, God forefend! 
Car. God's fecret judgment : I did dream to-night, 
. The Duke was dumb, and could not fpeak a word. 

[King/woonr. 
Q, Mar. How fares my Lord ? help, Lords, the King 

is dead. 
Som. Rear up his body, wring him by the nofe. , 

^. Mar. Run, go, help, help I oh, Henry, ope thine 

eyes. 
Suf. He doth revive again; Madam, be patient. 
K. Henry. O heav'nly God ! 
§£. Mar. How fares my gracious- Lord ? 
Suf Comfort, my Sovereign ; gracious Henry, comfort. 
K. Henry. What, doth my Lord of Suffolk comfort me* 
Came he right now to fing a raven's note, 
Whofe difmal tune bereft my vital pow'rsj 
■ And thinks he, that the chirping of a wren, *| 

I By crying comfort from a hollow breaft, 
: Can chafe away the firft conceived found? 
\ Hide not thy poifon with fuch fugar'd words ;. 
Lay not thy hands on me ; forbear, I fay ; 
Their touch affrights me as a ferpent's iling. 
Tfcou baleful meifenger, out of my fight ! 
I Upon thy eye-balls murd'rous tyranny 
\ Sits in grim majeily to fright the world. 

Look Dot upon me, for thine eyes are wounding \ 
: ^ " ' 'tot 
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Yet do not go away ; come, bafilifk, 

And kill the innocent gazer with thy fight :• 

For in the (hade of death I fhall find joy ; 

In life but double death, now Glo'fter's dead. 

J^ Mar. Why do you rate my Lord of Suffolk thus? 

Although the Duke was enemy to him, 

Yet he, moil Chriftian-like, laments his death* 

And for myfelf, foe as he was to me,. 

Might liquid tears, or heart-offending' groans, 

Or blood-confuming fighs, recal his life ; 

I would ife blind with weeping, fick with groans,. 

Look pale as primrofe with blood drinking fighs* 

And all to have the noble Duke alive. 

What know I how the world may deem of me ? 

For it is known we were but hollow friends: 

It may be judg'd I made the Duke away ; 

So fhall my name with flander's, tongue be wounded* 

And princes' courts be filled with my reproach* 

This get I by his death ; ah, me unhappy ! 

To be a Queen, and crown'd with* infamy. 

K. Henry. Ah, woe is me for Glo'fter, wretched man !■: 
^J. Mar. Be woe for me, more wretched than he \%* 

What, dofl thou turn away and hide thy face X 

I am no loathfome leper"; look on me.. 
- What, art thou like the adder-waxen deaf X 

Be poiVnous too, and kill thy forlorn Queen; 

Is all thy comfort fhut in- Glo'fter's tomb ? 

Why then, Dame Margaret was ne'er thy joy. 

Erecl his ftatue, anil do worfhip to it, 

And make my image but an- alehoufe fign. 

Was I for this nigh wreck'd upon the fea, 
♦^ftnd twice by adverfe winds from England's bant 

Drove back again unto my native clime \ 

What boded this? but well -forewarning winds 

Did feem to- fay, Seek not a fcorpion's neil* 
Nor fet no footing on this unkind more. 
iAVhat did I then, but curfe the gentle- guffsj 

And he that loos'd them from their brazen caves; 
And bid them blow toward' s England's bleffed fhore^. 

Or turn our ftern upon a dreadful rock? 
Yet J&olm would not be a. murderer* 
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But left that hateful office unto the,e. * 

The fplittinjr rocks cowVd in the (inking fands, 

And would not dafh me with their ragged fides ; 

Becaufe thy flinty heart, more hard than they, 

Might in thy palace perifh Margaret. 

As far as I could ken the chalky cliffs, 

When from thy fhore the tempeft beat us back, 

I Aood upon the hatches in the ftorm : 

And when the dufky iky began to rob 

My earneft-gaping fight of thy land's view, 

I took a coftly jewel from my neck, 

(A heart it was, bound in with diamonds,) 

And threw it tow'rds thy land; the fea receiv'd it, 

And fo I wifh'd thy body might my heart. 

And ev'n with this I loft fair England's 7 view, 

And bid mine eyes be packing with my heart ; 

And cali'd them blind and dufky fpe&acles, 

For lofing ken of Albion's wifhed coaft. 

How often have I tempted Suffolk's tongue 

(The agent of thy foul inconftancy ) 

To fit and witch me, as Afcanius did, 

When he to madding Dido would unfold • 

His father's ads, commenc'd in burning Troy? 

Am I not witch'dlike her? art thou not falfe like him? 

Ah me, I can no more : die, Margaret ! 

For Henry weeps that thou doft live fo long. 

Noi/e within. Enter Warwick, Salt/bury, and many Commons* 

War. It is reported, mighty Sovereign, 
That good Duke Humphry traiteroufly is murder'd 
By Suffolk, and the Cardinal Beaufort's means: ** 

The Commons, like an angry hive of bees 
That want their leader, fcatter up and down, 
And care not who they fling in their revenge. 
Myfelf have calm'd their fpleenful mutiny, 
Until they hear the order of his death. 

K. Henry* 



■ office unto thee. 



pretty vaulting fea refused to drown me 5 
wing that thou wouJd'Ahave me drown'd on (ll ore 
tears as fait as fea, throvgh thy unkindnefc 
mtiplHtMg rocks, &c. 4 
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K. Henry. That he is dead, good Warwick, 'tis too 
But how he died, God knows, not Henry : ^true ; 

Enter his chamber, view his breathlefs corpfe, 
And comment then upon his fudden death. 

War. That I (hall do, my Liege : ftay, Salisbury, 
With the rude multitude, till I return. 

[ Warwick goes in. 
K. Henry. O thou that judged all things, ftay my 
thoughts ; 
My thoughts that labour to perfuade my foul, 
- Some violent hands were laid on Humphry's life : 
If my fufpe& be falfe, forgive me, God ! 
For judgment only doth belong to thee. 
Fain would I go to chafe his paly lips 
With twenty thoufand kifTes, and to drain 
Upon his face an ocean of fait tears; 
To tell my love upon his dumb, deaf trunk, 
And with my fingers feel his hand unfeeling: 
"But all in vain are thefe mean obfequies. 

[Bed with Gloucefler's body put forth* 
And to furvey his dead and earthy image, 
What were it but to make my forrow greater? 

War. Come hither, gracious Sovereign, vieyr this 

body. 
K. Henry. Th3t is to fee how deep my grave is made: 
For with his foul fled all my worldly folace ; 
For feeing him, 1 fee my life in death. 

War. As furely as my foul intends to live 
With that dread King that took our ftate upon him, 
To free us from his Father's wrathful curfe, 
I do believe that violent hands were laid 
"Upon the life of this thrice famed Duke. 

Suf. A dreadful oath, fworn with a folemn tongue !- 
What inftance gives Lord Warwick for his vow ? 
War. See how the blood is fettled in his face. 
Oft have I feen a timely-parted ghoft, 
Of afhy femblance, meagre, pale, and bloodlefs, 
Being all defcended to the lab'ring heart, 
Who, in the conflict that ib holds with death, 
Attracts the fame for aidancc 'gainft the enemy; 
Which with the heart there cools, av\d ne'er returneth 
To blufh and beautify thy cheek agauv 
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But fee, his face is black, and full of blood; * 

His eye-balls farther out than whetf he hVd; 
Scaring full ghafily, like a ftrangled mas; 
His hair up-rear' d, his noftrils ftretch'd with ttruggliig; 
His hands abroad difplay'd, as one that grafp'd 
And tugg'd for hfe, and was by ftrength fubdu'd. 
I^ook on the meets: his hair, you fee, is flicking; 
Hi3 well-proportion'd beard made rough and rugged, 
Like to the fummer's corn by tempeft lodg*d. 
It cannot be but he was murder'd here: 
The leaft of all thefe figns were probable. 

Suf. Why, Warwick* who mould do the Dtike to death? 
Myfelf jand Beaufort had him in protection ; 
And we, 1 hope, Sirs, are no murderers. 
War. But both of you had vow'd Duke Humphry's 
death, 
And you, forfooth, had the good Duke to keep : 
'Tis like you would not feaft him like a friend, 
And 'tis well feen he found an enemy. 

^ Mar. Then you, belike, fufpeft thefe Noblemen, 
As guilty of Duke Humphry's timelefs death. 

War. Who finds the heifer dead and bleeding frefh, 
And fees faft by a butcher with an ax, 
But will fufpe£t 'twas he that made the (laughter ? 
Who finds the partridge in the puttock's nefi, 
But may imagine how the bird was dead, 
Although Jthe kite foar with unbloodied beak? 
Even fo fufpicious is this tragedy. 
^ Mar. Are you the butcher, Suffolk? where's your 
knife? 
Is Beaufort term'd a kite? where are his talons? 

Suf I wear no knife to daughter fleeping men % 
But here's a 'vengeful fword, rafted with eafe, 
That (hall he fcoured in his rane'rous heart, 
Thatflanders me with murder's crimfon badge. 
Say, if thou dar'ft, proud Lord of Warwickfhire, 
That I am faulty in Duke Humphry's death. 
War. What dares not Warwick, if falfe Suffolk dare 
him? 
Mar. He dares not calm his contumelious {pint> 
ceafe to be an arrogant controller, 
* Suffolk dare him twenty thoufand titf&B* 
v > E War. 
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War. Madam, be ftill; with rev'rence may I fay; 
For ev'ry word you fpeak in his behalf 
Is flander to your Royal dignity. 

t Suf. Blunt-witted Lord, igndble in demeanour, 
If ever lady wrong'd her lordfo much, 
Thy mother took into her blameful bed 
Some -ftern untutor'd churl ; and noble flock 
Was graft -with crab-tree flip, whofe fruit thou art? 
And never of the Nevills' noble race. 

War. But that the guilt of murder bucklers thee. 
And I fhould rob the death's-man of his fee, 
Quitting thee thereby of ten thoufand fhames, 
And that my Sovereign's prefence makes me miltf, 
I would, falfe murderous coward, on thy knee 
Make thee beg pardon for thy patted fpeech, 
And fay it was thy mother that thou meant *ft;— 
That thou thyfelf waft born in baftardy : 
And, after all this fearful homage done, ' 

Give thee thy hire, and fend thy fotfl to heH, 
pernicious blood-fucker of fleeping -men ! 

Suf. Thou (halt be waking, while I fhed thy blood. 
If from this prefence thou dar'ft go with me. 

War. Away ev'n now, or I will drag thee hence ; 
Unworthy though thou art, I'll cope with thee, 
yVnd do fomefervice to Duke Humphry's ghoft. 

[Exeunt Suffolk and Warwick* 

SCENE 'VII. 

K. Henry. What ftronger breaft-plate than a heart un- 
tainted? 
Thrice is he arm'd that hath this .quarrel juft ; 
And he but naked (though lock'd up in fteql) 
Whofe conference with injuftice is corrupted. 

* \A noife w'tthhu 

§£. Mar. What noife is this? 

Enter Suffolk and Warwick, with their weapons drawn. 

K. Henry. Why, how now, Lords? your wrathful 
weapons drawn 
Here in our prefence ! dare you be Co bold? 
Why, what tumultuous clamour i&ve m W, 
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Suf. The trait'rous Warwick with the men of Bury 
Set all upon me, mighty Sovereign. 

Enter Sal'iJ&ury. 

Sal. Sirs, ftand apart; the King mall know your mind*; 
Dread Lord, the Commons fend you word by me, 
Unlefs Lord Suffolk, ftrait he put to death, 
Or ban i {hed fair England'* territories* 
They will by violence tear him from your palace, 
And torture him with grievous iing'ring death. 
They fay, by him the good Duke Humphry died ; 
They fay, in him they fear your HigbneiV death,. 
And mere inilin6V of love a»d loyaky 
(Free from a ftubborrFQtppofrte in tent > 
As being thought to contradict your liking) 
Hakes them thus forward in his banifhment. 
They fey, in- care of your molt royal perfon, • 
That if your Highnefs mould intend to deep, 
And charge that no man mould difturb your reft, « 
Id pain of your did ike, or pat& of death ; 
Yet, not with (landing fuch a ftrait edi&, 
Were there- a ferpent feen with forked tongue, 
That flily glided tow'rds your Majefty, 
It were* but neceflary you were wak'd, ; s ^ 

Left, being, fuffer'd in that harmful dumber,' - 
The mortal worm might make the fleep eternalt 
And therefore do they cry, though you forbid, 
That they will guard you whe'r you will or no* . 
From fuck fell ferpent s> as falfe Suffolk is; 
With whofe invenomed and fatal fting 
Your loving uncle, twenty thtte&his- worth, 
They fay, is mamefulTy bereft of life. 
Commons within* An an fwer from the King* my Lord 

of Salifbury. 
Suf 'Ti& like the Commons, rude unpoliuYd hands, 
Could fend fuch rnefTage to their Sovereign ! 
But you, my Lord, were glad to be employ'd, 
To mew how quient an orator you are. 
^But all the honour SaKlbury hath won, 
Is, that he was the Lord AmbaiTador 
Sent from a fort 0/ tinkers to the King.' \Va. 

JPSMr. Ananfwerfrom the King, or we witt dlYsrcafc 
f M J - E Z K. Hcm> 
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K. Henry. Go, Salifbury, and tell them all from me, 
I thank them for their tender loving care; 
And had I not been cited fo by them, c . 

Yet did 1 purpofe as they do in treat ; 
For, fure, my thoughts do hourly prophefy 
Mifchance unto my date by Suffolk's means. 
And therefore by his Majefty I fwear, . 
Whofe far unworthy deputy I am, ~ 

He (hall not breathe infection in this air ^ 

But three days longer, on the pain of death, "l 

Qi Mar. Oh Henry! let me plead for gentle Suffolk. 

K. Henry. Ungentle Queen, to call him gentle Suffolk. " 
No more, I fay: if thou doft plead for him, -~ 

Thou wilt but add increafe unto any wrath. 
Had 1 but fajd, I woukt have kept? my word; \ 

But when I fwear, it is irrevocable ; 
If after three days {pace thou here be'ft found 
On any ground that I am ruler of, [ 

The world (hall not be ranfom for t&y life. [ 

Come, Warwick; good Warwick \ go with me; 
I have great matters to impart to thee. 

[Exeunt King Henry, Warwick, Wr* 

SCENE VIII. Manent Queen and SufolL 

^ Mar. Mifchance and forrow go along with youl 
Heart's difcontent and four affliction 
Be play-fellows to keep you company! 
There's two of you, the devil make a third, 
And threefold vengeance tend upon your fteps ! 

Suf. Ceafe, gentle Queen, thefe execrations, 
And let thy Suffolk take his heavy leave. 

4J. Mar. Fie, coward woman, and foft-hearted wretch* 
|iaft thou not fpirit to curfe thine enemy ? 

Suf. A plague upon them ? Wherefore fhould I curfe 
Would curfes kill, as doth the mandrake's groan; [them I 
I would invent as bitter fearching terms, 
As curs'd, as harfh, and horrible to hear, 
Deliver' d ftrongly through my fixed teeth, 
With full as many figns of deadly hate, 
As lean-fae'd Envy in her loathfome cave. 
My tongue fhould ftumble in mine eavneft words, 
Mine eyes Aould fparkle like ttie beaUn &nv, 
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Mine hair be fix'd on end like one diflrad: 

Ay, ev'ry joint mould feem to curfe and ban. 

And even now my burden'd heart would break, 

Should 1 not curfe them. Poifon be their drink ! 

Gall, worfe than gall, the daintieft meat they tafte! 

Their fweeteft (hade a grove of cyprefs trees J 

Their chiefeft profpe& murd'ring bafilifks-1 

Their fofteft touch as fmart as lizards' ftings ! 

Their mufic frightful as the ferpent's hifs! 

And boding fcreech-owls make the concert full! • 

All the foul terrors in dark-feated hell ■ [felf; 

<%. Mar. Enough, fweet Suffolk, thou torment'ft thy-» 
And thefe dread curfes, like the fun 'gainil glafs, . 
Or like an over-charged gun, recoil r 
And turn the forqe of them upon thy felf. 

Suf. You bade me ban, and. will you bid me leave? 
Now, by the ground that I am banifh'd from, , 
Well could I curfe away a winter's njght, 
Though {landing naked on a mounta%top, . 
Where biting cold would never let grafs grow* 
And think it but a minute fpent in fport. 

^j Man Oh, let me intreat thee ceafe; give me c thy 
That I may dew it with my mournful tears ; [hand, 

Nor let the rain of heaven wet this plaqp, 
To wafh away my woful monuments. . ; 
Oh, could this kifs be printed, iu thy hand, 
That thou might'ft think on thefe lips by the feal, 
Through whom a thoufand lighsare breach'd for thet* 
So get thee. gone, that I may know my grief ; 
Tis but furmis'd, whiltt thou art landing by, , 
As one that forfeits, thinking. on a want. 
I 'will repeal -thee, or, be well aflur$, . 
Adventure to be banimed rayfelf : . 
And banimed 1 am, if but from thee. \ 

Go, fpeak not to me ; . even now be gone — — 

Oh, go not yet Ev'rrthus two friends coademu'di 

Embrace and kifs, and take ten thoufand 1 
Leather a. hundred times to part than die„ 
Jfjet now farewell, and farewell life with the! 

8uf. Thus is poor Suffolk ten times banifhed, 
Once by the King, and three times thrice by thtel 
Tbjfot the land 1 care for, we it thou hence y 
,% " f *~ £ 3 \" 
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A wilderaefs is populous enough, 
So Suffolk had thy heav'nly company. 
For where thou art, there is world itfelf ; 
With ev'ry fev'ral pleafure in the woild: 
And where thou art not, defolation. 

I can no more.- Live thou to joy thy life;; 

Myfelf no joy in aught but that thou bVM. 

SCENE IX. Enter Vaux. 

Jg. Mar.. Whither goes Vaux fo fail > what newr, I 

Vaux. Tofigmfy unto his Majefty. .*■ [pr'ytheei 

That Cardinal Beaufort is at point of death : 
For fuddenly a grfeyous ficknefs took him, 
That makes him gafp* and ilare, and catch the air,. 
Blafpheming God, and ending men on earth. 
Sometimes he talks as if Duke Humphry's ghoil 
Were by his fide ; fometimes he calls the King, 
And whifpers to his pillow, as to him, 
The fecrets of his 6ver-charged four: 
And I am fent to tell his Majefty, 
That even now he cries 1 aloud for him. 

^. Mar. Go tell this heavy meflagfe to the King-* 

'-- ■•• [ExitVauxk 

Ay me! what is^this world ? what news are thefs ? 
But wherefore grieve I at an hour's poorlofs, '* 
Omitting Suffolk's exile, my foul's treafure? 
Why^mly, Stiffolk, mourn I not for thee* 
An3*witlrthe fouthem clouds contend in tears? 
Theirs for the earth's inereafe, mine for my fbrrows. 
Now get thee hence; the King, thou know'ft, it comings 
If thou be found ; by me, thoai art but dead. 

Suf. If I depart ftom thee, I cannot livey 
And in thy fight to die, What were it elfe, ' 

But like a pleafant frumber in thy lap ? 
Here could I breathe my foul into the air,. 
As-mildanigentle as the cradle-babe 
Dying witjMbther's dug between its lipfrt 
Where, fr$| thy fight, I mould be raging mad 1 ,, • 
And cry 6u¥! for thee to clofe up mine eyes, 
To have thee with thy lips to flop my mouth i 
So /houldft thmi efther turn my flying foul; . 
Or 1 fliould breathe it fo iato thy Wfcr v 
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And then it hVd in fweet Elyfium. 
To die by thee, were but to die in jeft; 
From thee to die, were torture more than death; 
Oh! let me ftay, befal what may befal. 

Q, M>tr. Away;, thougbparting be a fretful corrofive, 
It is applied to a deathful wound. 
To France, fweet Suffolk ; let me hear from thee: 
For wherefoe'er thou art in this world's globe, 
Fll have an Iris that fhall find thee out. 

Suf. I go. 

$. Mar.' And' take my heart with thee. 

Svf. A jewel loek'd into the wofuM cafket 
That ever did contain a thing of worth. 
Even as a fplitted bark, fo funder we; 
This way fall I to death. 

^ Mat. This way for me. [Exeunt feveralfy. 

SCENE X. Tht Cardinal bedchamber. 

Enter King Henry, Salt/bury, and Warwiclcy to the Car- 
dinal in bed, 

JL Henry. Hofr fares my Lord? fpeaky Beaufort, to 

thy Sovereign. 
Car, If thou be^ft Deaths II! give thee England's 1 
Enough to purchafe fuch another ifland, [treafure,' . 

So thou wilt let me live, and feel no pain. 

K. Henry l Ah, what a fign it is of evillife, 
Where death's approach is feen fo terrible ! 

War,. Beaufort, it is thy Sovereign fpeaks to thee. 
Car. " Bring me unto my trial when you will. 
" Dy'd he not in his bed ? where mould he die ? 
u Can I make men live whe'r they will or no ? 
** Oh, torture me no more,'I will confefs 
* Alive again? then mew me where 'he is : 
> "I'll give a thoufand pound to look upon him— — 
M He hath no eyes, the dull hath blinded them : 
u Comb down his hair; look! look! it (lands upright*. 
•* Like lime-twigs fet to catch my winged feut; 
•Orve me fome drink, and bid th' apothecary 
i- ^ Bring' the firing poifon that I bought of him." 
| K. Henry.: O thou eternal mover of the heaVflS, 
look with a gentle eye. upon this wretch; 
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Oh, beat away the bufy, meddling fiend, 
That lays flrong fiege unto this wretch's fouly 
And from. his bofom purge this black defpair.* 

War. See how the pangs of death do make him grin ! 

Sal. Difturb him not, let him pafs peaceably. 

K. Henry, Peace to his foul, if God's good pleafure be £ 
, Lord Cardinal, if thou think'ft on heaven's blifs* 
Hold up thy hand, make fignal of thy hope. 
He dies, and makes no fign I O God, forgive him- 

War. So bad a death argues a monftrous life. 

K. Henry. Forbear to judge, for we are ilnners all. 
Glofe up his, eyes, and draw the curtain clofe, 
And let us all to meditation. [Exeunt; . 

ACT IV. SCENE L 

The coaft of Kent. 

Afar urn. Fight at Sea. Ordnance goes off'. Enter Cap- 
tain, Whitman, and other pirates, with Suffolk and other ' 
prifoners. 

Copt. " JL HE gaudy, blabbing, and remorseful day>.. 
•• Is crept into the bofom of the fea^ 
" And now loud howling wolves aroufe the jadei 
" That drag the tragic melancholy nigjht; 
4t Who with their dtowfy, flow, and flagging wings*~> 
" Clip dead mens* gvaves, and from, their mifly jaws . 
" Breatlie foul contagious, darknefs in. the air." 
Therefore bring forth the foldiers of our prizes 
For whiltl our pinnace anchors in the Downs, 
Here (hall they make their ranfom on the fand^, 
Or with their blood itain,tlus difcolour'd.fhore.- 
Matter, this prifoner freely give I thee.; 
And thou that art his mate, make boot of this : . 
The other, Walter .Whitmore, is thy (hare* 

i Gent. What is my ranfom, Matter, let me know* 
Majl. A thoufand crowns*. or. elfe lay down your head* 
Mite. And fo much (hall. you give, or off goes yours.. 
Whit. What, think you. much to. pay two thoufand 
And bear the name and port of gentlemen ? [crowns* 

Cut both the villains' throats, for die you fhall; 
Nor can thofe lives which wcliavc lqil iv\ fi^ta,. 
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Be counterpots'd with fuch a petty fum. 

1 Gent. l'U give it. Sir, and therefore fpare my life. 

% Gent. And fo will I, and write home for it ilraight. 

Whit. I loft mine eye in laying the prize aboard, 
And therefore to revenge it thou (halt die; [To Suffolk* 
And fo fhould thefc, if I might have my will 

Copt. Be not fo rafli, take ranfom, let him live. 

Suf Look on my George, 1 am a gentleman ; 
Rate me at what thou wilt, thou fhalt be paid. 

Wbit. Aad fo am I ; my name is Walter Whitmore. 
How now? why ftart'ft thou ? what, doth death affright? 

Suf Thy name affrights me, in whofe found is death*. 
A cunning man did calculate my birth, 
And told me, that by Water I mould die, 
Tet let not this make thee be bloody-minded, 
Thy name is Gualtier, being rightly founded. 

Witt. Guahieror Walter^ which it is 1 care not;. 
Ne'er yet did bafe di (honour blur our name, 
But with our fword we wip'd away the blot. 
Therefore, when merchant-like I fell revenge, 
Broke be my fword, my arms torn and defac'd, 
And I proclaim'd a coward through the world! 

Suf. Stay, Whitmore ; fpr thy prifoner is a prince;; 
The Duke of Suffolk, William de la Pole. 

Whit. The Duke of Suffolk muffled up in rags! 

Suf. Ay, but thefe rags arc no part of the Duke. 
Jove fometimes went difguis'd, and why not 1? 

Capt. But Jove was never (lain, as thou (halt be. 

Suf Obfcure and lowly fwain, King Henry's blood* 
The honourable blood of Lancafter, 
Muft not be fhed by fuch a jaded groom. 
iHaft thou not kifs'd thy hand, and held my ftirrup ? 
[Bare-headed, plodded by my foot-cloth mule, 
And thought thee Tiappy when 1 (hook my head ? 
How often haft thou waited at my cup, 
Fed from my trencher, kneel* d down at the board*. 
When I have feafted with Qoeen Margaret ? 
Jfemember it, and let it make thee creit-fall'n ; 
Ay, and allay this thy abortive pride. 
Bow in our voiding lobby haft thou flood,. 
food dnfy- waited for my coming forth ? 
W& band of mine hath writ in thy behalf *, 

Ifc: - 
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And therefore (hall it charm thy riotous tongue. 

Whit. Speak, Captain, (hall 1 ftab the forlorn fwain? 

Gapt. Firft let my words flab him, as. he hath me. 

Suf. Bafe flave, thy words are blunt, and fo art thou. 

Capt. Convey him hence, and on our long-boat's fide- 
Strike off his head. 

Suf. Thou dai 'ft not for thy own. 
. Capt. Poole, Sir Poole? Lord? 

Ay, kennel — puddte link, whbfe filth and dirt 

Troubles the filver fpring where England drinks : 
Now will I dam up this thy yawning mouth, 
For fwaHowing up the treafure of the realm; 
Thy lips, that kifs'd the Queen, mall fweep- the ground^ 
And thou that fmiPdft at good Duke Humphry*! death* 
A gain ft the fenfelefs winds fhall grin in vain, 
Who in contempt (hall hife at thee again. 
And wedded be thou to the hags of hell r 
For daring to aflk a mighty Lord 
Unto the daughter of a worthlefe King y 
Having nor fubje&, wealth, nor diadem V 
By devilifli policy art thou grown great,. 
And, like ambitious Sylla, over-gorg'd 
With, gobbets of thy mother's bleeding heart; 
By thee Anjou and Maine were fold to France; 
The falfe-revolting Normans, thorough thee, 
Difdaio. to call us Lord ; and Pieardy 
Hath (lain their governors, furpris'd our forts, 
And feat* the ragged foldiers wounded home. 
The princely Warwick, and the Nevflls all, 
( Whofe dreadful fwords were never drawn in vain,). 
As hating th«e, are rifing up in arms. 
And now the houfe of York (thruft from the crown 
By fliameful murder of. a gniltlefs King, 
And lofty proud»incroaching tyranny) 
Burns with revenging fire ; whofe hopeful colours 
Advance a half-fac'd fun driving to mine ; 
Under the which is writ, Invith -nubibus. 
The commons here in Kent are up in 'arms:. 
And to conclude, reproach and beggary 
Is crept into the palace of our King;. 
And all by thee. Away \ convey Wv hence. 
4%C O, that I' were a God, to tooo\.SoT\k\V>MA« 
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, Upon thefe paltry, fervile, abjedt drudges! 
Small things make bafe men proud. This villain here, 
Being captain of a pinnace, threatens more, 
Than Bargulus* the-ftrong Illyrian pirate. 
Drones fuck not eagles* blood, but rob bee-hives". 
It is impoffible that I mould die 
By fuch a lowly vaffal as thyfeif. 
Thy words move rage, and not remorfe in me: 
I go of meflage from the Queen to France; 
*I charge thee waft me fafely crofs the channel. 

Capt. Walter 

Whit. Come, Suffolk, I muft waft thee to thy deatlu 
Suf. Pmuagelldus timur decupat artus: 'tis thee I fear. 
Whit. Thou -(halt have caufe to fear before I leave thee. 
"What, are ye daunted now? now will ye (loop ? 

I Gen. My gracious Lord, intreat him ; fpeak him 

fair. 
Suf. Suffolk's imperial toqgue is ftern and rough, 
Wd to command, untaught to plead for favour. 
Far be it we mould honour fuch as thefe 
. With humble fuit: no; rather let my head 
Stoop to the block, than thefe knees bow to any, 
Save to the God of heav'n, and to my King ; 
And fooner dance upon a bloody pole, 
Than (land uncover'dto the vulgar groom. 
JVue Nobility is exempt from fear ; 
More can I bear than you dare execute. . 

Capt. Hale him away, and let him talk no more. 
Suf Come, foldiers, ihew what cruelty you can, 
That this my death may never be forgot. 
Great men oft die by vile Bezonians. 
A Roman fworder and Bandetto flaye 
MurderM fweet TuHy ; Brutus' baftard hand 
Stabb'd Julius Caefar ; favage iflanders 
Pompey the Great ; and Suffolk dies by pirates. 

[Exit Walter Wbitmore with Suffolk. 
Capt. And as for thofe whofe ranfom we have fet. 
it is our pleafure one of them depart ; 
Therefore come you with us, and let him go. 

£ Ex. Captain and the reft. 
Manet. 

* CSh de offic. lib. a. cap. ii. 
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Manet thejirfl Gent. Enter Whitmore with the body. 

Whit. There let his head and Hfelefs body lie, 
Until the Queen his miftrefs bury it. x [Exit JVhit. 

I Gent. O barbarous and bloody fpe&acle.i 
His body will 1 bear unto the King: 
If he revenge it not, yet will his friends; 
So will the Queen, that living held him dear. [Exit. 

SCENE II. Changes to Southward , 

Enter Bevis and John Holland* 

Bevis. Come, and get thee a fword though made of 
a lath ; they have been up thefe two days. 

Hoi. They have the more need to fleep now then. ** 

Bevis. I tell thee, Jack Cade the clothier means to 
drefs the commonwealth, and turn it, and fet a new nap 
upon it. 

Hoi So he had need, for ; 'tis thread-bare. Well, I 
fay, it was never a merry world in England fince gentle- 
men came up. 

JSevis* O miferable age! virtue is not regarded in 
handycraftfmen. 

Hoi. The Nobility think fcorn to go in leather a- 
prons- 

Bevis. Nay more, the King^s council are no good 
workmen. 

Hoi. True; and yet it is faid, Labour In thy vocation; 
which is as much as to fay, Let the magiftrates)>c labour- 
ing men ; and therefore fhould we be magistrates. 

Bevis. Thou haft hit it; for there's no better fign 
of a brave mind than a hard hand. 

Hoi. I fee them, 1 fee them*, there's Beft's fon, the 
tanner of Wingham. , 

Bevis. He (hall have the fkins of our enemies to make 
dog's leather of. 

HoL And Dick the butcher. 

Bevis. Then is fin flruck down like an ox, and ini- 
quity's throat cut like a calf. 

Hoi. And Smith the weaver ■ 

Bsvh. Argo, their thread of life is fpun. 
Jfo/. Come, come, let's fall in with ttatcu 

Drum* 
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Drum. Enter Cade* Dick the hutcfxr, Smith the wea- 
ver, and ajazuyer, with infinite number** 

Cads We John Cade, fo term'd of our fuppofed fa- 
ther- 

Dick. Or rather of dealing a cade of herrings. 

Cade. For our enemies (hall fall before us, infpired 
with the fpirit^of putting down kings and princes. 
Command filence.. 

Dick. Silence. 

Cade. My father was a Mortimer 

Dick. He was an honell man and a good bricklayer. 

Cade My mother a Plantagenet 

Dick. 1 knew her well, (he was a midwife. 
* Cade. My wife defcended'of the Lacies- 



Dick. She was indeed a pedlar's daughter, and fold 
many laces. 

Weav. But now of late, not able to travel with her 
furr'd pack, (he wafhes bucks here at home. 

Cade. Therefore am 1 of an honourable houfe. 

DicL Ay, by my faith, the field h honourable; and 
there was he born under a hedge ; for his father had ne- 
ver a houfe but the cage. 

Cade. Valiant I am. 

Weav* A' muft needs, for beggary is valiant. 

Cade. I am able to endure much. 
*Dick. No queftion of that; for I have feen him 
whipp'd three market-days together. 

Cade. 1 fear neither fword nor fire. 

Weav. He need not fear the fword, for his coat is of 
proof*. 

Dick. But methinks he fhould (land in fear of fire, 
) being burnt i* th' hand for dealing of (heep. 

Cade. Be brave then ; for your captain i3 brave, and 
I rows reformation. There (hall be in England (evert 
"halfpenny loaves fold for a penny; the three-hoop'd 
pot (hall have ten hoops, and 1 will make it felony to 
drt& foiall beer. All the realm fhall be in common, 
and in Cheapfide (hall my palfry go to grafs ; and when 
I am King* as King I will be ■ ■ 
I Vot. f. . F ■ AW 

fa intended between two fenfe* of the wo*d •, one *% \>c- 
>*/•$#£ the other sls being we// tritd % that is, $tg * 
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AU. God fave your Majefty ! 

Cade. I thank you, good people. There (hall be no 
money ; all (hall eat and drink upon my {core ; and L will : 
apparel them all in one livery, that they may agree like 
brothers, and worfhip me their lord. 

Dick, The firft thing we do, let's kill all the lawyers." * 

Cade. Nay, that I mean to do. Is not this a lamen- 
table thing, that the (kin of an innocent lamb (hould be 
made parchment ; that parchment being fcribbled o'er, 
mould uYido a man ? Some fay, the bee itings ; but I fay* 
'tis bee's wax; for I did but feal once to a thing, and I 
was never my own man fmce. How now? who is 
there? 

Enter a Clerk. <* 

Weav. The Clerk of Chatham ; he can write and read, 
pnd caft accompt. 

Cade. O monftrous! 

Weav. We took him fetting boys copies. 

Cade. Here's a villain! 

Weav. He 'as a book in his pocket with red letters 
in't. 

Cade. Nay, then he's a conjurer: 

Dick, Nay, he can make obligations, and write court- 
hand. 

Cade. I am forry for't: the man is a proper man, of 
prine honour ; unlefs I find him guilty, he (hall not die. 
Come hither, firrah, I muft examine thee. What is thy 
name? 

Clerk. Emanuel. 

Dick. They ud jfo write it on the top of letters*: 
'twill go hard with you. 

Cade. Let me alone. Doll thou ufe to write thy 
name? or haft thou a mark to thyfelf like an honeft plain- 
dealing man ? 

Clerk. Sir, I thank God, I have been fo well brought 
up that I can write my name. 

All. He hath confefs'd; away with him: he's a villain' 
and a traitor. 

Cade. 

*l e. 0//cttc«miffivc,apidittch\jkc^Vvc^%. ^t>ll«Mfifcss$% 
piplom&m. 
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Cade. Away with him, I fay; hang him with his pert 
ami inkhorn about his neck. [Exit one with the Clerk* 

; Enter Michael; 

Mich. Where is our General? 
' Cade. Here I am, thou particular fellow. 

Mich. Fly, fly, fly.; Sir Humphry Stafford and hi» 
brother are hard by with the King's forces. 

Cade. Stand, vMlain, (land, or Til fell thee down. He 
ihati be encounter'd with a man as good as himfelf. He 
shut a knight, is a'i 

Mich. No. m 

Cade. To equal him, I will make myfelf a knight pre- 
sently. Rife up, Sir John Mortimer. Now have at 
him. Is. there anymore Qf them that be knights? 

Mich. Ay, his brother 1 . 

Cade. Then kneel down, Dick Butcher. Rife up* 
Sir Dick Butcher. Now found up the drum* 

SCENE III. 

Enter Sir Humphry Stafford^ and young Stafford, with 
drum andfoldiers. 

Staf. Rebellious hinds, the filth and fcum of Kent, 
Mark'd for the gallows, lay your weapons down, 
Home to your cottages, forfake this groom ; 
The King is merciful if you revolt. 

T. Staf. But angry, wrathful, and inclin'd to blood, 
If you go forward; therefore yield or die. 

Cade. As for thefe filken- coated flaves, I pafs not *• 
It is to you, good people, that I fp^A 
O'er whom (in time to come) I h^eto reign; 
For I am rightful heir unto the crowjy. 

Staf. Villain, thy father was a plaifterer, 
And thou thyfelf a fhearman, art thou not? 

Cade. And Adam was a gardener. 

T. Staf. And what of that? 

Cade. Marry, this. Edmund Mortimer Earl of 

•March married the Duke of Clarence's daughter, did 
he not ? 
4 Staf. Ay, Sir. 

F 2 Catle 

/ regard not. A common phrafe o£ tnat time. 
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Cade. By her he had two children at one birth. 

T. Staf That's falfe. 

Cade. Ay, there's the queflion; but I fay, 'tis true* 
The elder of them being put to nurfe, 
Was by a beggar-woman ftol'n away ; 
And, ignorant of his birth and parentage, 
Became a bricklayer when he came to age. 
His fon am I ; deny it if you can. 

Dick. Nay, 'tis too true, therefore he (hall be King- 

IVeav. Sir, he made a chimney in my father's houfe* . 
and the bricks are alive at this day to teftify it ; therefore 
deny it not. 

Staf. And will you credit this bafe drudge's words* 
That fpeaks he knows not what ? 

All. Ay, marry, will we ; therefore get you gone. 

T. Staf. Jack Cade, th* Duke of York hath taught 
you this. 

Cade. He lies, for I invented it rayfetf. Go to, firrah* 
tell the King from me, that for lus father's fake, Henry 
the Fifth, (in whofe time boys went to fpan- counter for 
French crowns, ) I am content he mall reign ; but I'll 
be Prote&or over him. 

Dick. And furthermore, we'll have the Lord Say's 
head, for felling the dukedom of Maine. 

Cade* An3 pood reafcn; for thereby is. England 
maim'd, and fain to go with a ftaff, but that my puif . 
lance holds it up. Fellow Kings, 1 tell you, that LoroV 
Say hath gelded the commonwealth, and made it an eu- 
nuch ; and more than that, he can fpeak French, and 
therefore it a traitor. 

Staf. O grofs and mlferabk ignorance ! 

Cade. Nay, anfwer if you can. The Frenchmen are 
our enemies: go to then; I a& but this, can he that 
fpeaks with the tongue of the enemy, be a good counfel- 
lor or no ? r 

All. No, no; and therefore we'll have his head. 

T. Staf. Well, feeing gentle words will not prevail,. 
AITail them with the army of the King. 

Staf Herald, away, and throughout every town 
Proclaim them traitors that are up with Cade ; 
That ihofe which fly before the battle ends, 
Majr (even in their wives' and children?? n^VvOj 
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Be hang'd up for example at their doors; 

And you that be the King's friends, follow me. 

[Exeunt the two Stqffbrds 4 with their train* 
Cade. And you that love the commons, follow me. 
Now (hew yourfelves men, 'tis for liberty. 
We will not leave one Lord, one Gentleman 5 
Spare none, but fuch as go in clouted fhoone - t 
For they are thrifty honeit men, and /uch 
As would (but that they dare not,) take our parts. 
Dick. They are all in order, and march towards us. 
Cade. But then are we in order, when we are moll out 
of oider. Come, march forward. 

[Exeunt Cade and his party, 
[dlarum tojight, wherein both the Staffbrds arcjlain* 

Re-enter Cade and the reft, 

i Cade. Where's Dick, the butcher of Afhford? 
Dkk. Here, Sir. 
t| Cade. They fell before thee like (hecp and oxen, and 
r I thou behavedft thyfelf as if thou had ft been in thine own 
31 flaughter-houfe: therefore thus I will reward thee. The 
lent (hall be as long again as it is, and thou (halt have a* 
licence to kill for a hundred lacking one. 
Did.. I defire no more. 

Cade. And, to fpeak truth, thou deferVft no lefs. 
This monument of the victory will I bear, and the bodies 
(hall be dragg'd at my horfe's heels, till I do come, to 
London, where we will have the Mayor's fword borne 
before us. 

Dick. If we mean to thrive and do good, break open 
the goals, and let out the prisoners.. 

Cade. Fear not that, I warrant thee. Come, let's 
march towards London. [Exeunt • 

SCENE IV. Changes to Blad-heath. 

Enter King Henry with a /application, and S>ueen Marga- 
ret with Suffolk 9 s head, the Duke of Buckingham, and 
the Lord Say. 

*j£. Mar. Oft have I heard, that grief fofteng the mind,, 
jtad makes it fearful and degenerate ; 
Think therefore on revenge, and ceafeto wee$. 
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But who can ceafrto weep, and look on this ? 
Here may his head lie on my throbbing breaft ; 
But where's the body that I mould embrace? 

Buck, What anfwer makes your Grace to the rebels,* *- 
fupplication ? \ 

K. Henry. I'll fend Come holy bishop to intceat ; 
For God forbid fo many fimple fouls ^ 

Should perifh by the fword. And I myfelf, % 

Rather than bloody war mould cut them fhort* 
Will parly with Jack Cade their General. \ 

But flay, I'll read it over once again. ! 

$K Mar. Ah, barbarous villain 8 ! hath this lovely face* \ 
Rul'd Kke a wand'ring planet over me, 1 

And could it not infbrce them to relent, ] 

That were unworthy to behold the fame? 1 

K. Henry. Lord Say, Jack Cade hath fworn to have: j 
thy head M 

Say. Ay, but I hope your Highnefs (hall have lus. 1 

• K. Henry. How now, Madam ? "t 

Lamenting ftill, and mourning SufFolk'3 death ? 
I fear me, love, if that I had been dead, 
Thou wouldeft not have mourn'd fo much for me. 

J^. Mar. My love> I mould not mourn, but die for 
thee. 

Enter a Mejfenger. 

K. Henry. How now? what news? why com'ft thou 
in fuch halte ? 

Mejf. The rebels are in Southwark ; fly, my Lord; 
Jack Cade proclaims himfelf Lord Mortimer •, 
Defcended from the Duke of Clarence' houfe; 
And calls your Grace wfurper openly, 
And vows to crown himfelf in Weftminfter. 
His army is a ragged multitude 
Of hinds and peafants, rude and mercikfa. 
Sir Humphry Stafford and his brother's death 
Hath given them heart, and courage to proceed. 
All fcholars, lawyers, courtiers, gentlemen, 
They call falfe caterpillars, and intend their death. 

K. Henry. O gracelefs men ! they know not what 
they do. 
JPuci. Mf gracious Lord, retire to "Oiw^s*^ 
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Until a power be raifed to put them down. 

4>. Mar. Ah ! were the Duke of Suffolk now alive, 
Thefe Kentifh rebels mould be foon appeas'd. 

K. Henry. Lord Say, the traitors hate thee, 
Therefore away with us to Kilh'ngworth. 

Say. So might your Grace's perfbn be in danger t 
The fight of me is odious in their eyes \. 
And therefore in this city will I ftay* 
And live alone as fecret as I may. 

Enter another Mejfenger. 

z Mejf. Jack Cade hath gotten London bridge. 
The citizens fly him, and forfake their houfes; 
The rafcal people thirfting after prey, 
Join with the traitor; and they jointly fwear 
To fpoil the city and your royal court. 

Buck. Then linger not, my Lord ; away, take horfii 

K. Henry. Come* MargVet, God our hope will fuo 
cour us. 

Q. Mar. My hope is gone, now Suffolk is deceas'd. ^ 

K* Henry. Farewell, my Lord; truft not to Kenti/k 
rebels. 

Buck. Truft no body, for fear you be betray'd. 

Say. The truft I have is in mine innocence, 
And therefore am I bold and refolute. [Exeunt* 

SCENE V. Changes to London. 

Enter Lord Scales upon the Tower walking. Then enter 
two or three Citizens below. 

Scales. How now? is Jack Cade flain? 

I Cii. No, my Lord, nor like to be (lain ; for they 
lave won the bridge, killing all thofe that withftand 
tlem. The Lord Mayor craves aid of your Honour 
Irom the Tower to defend the city from the rebels. 
.-* Scales* Such aid as I can fpare, you (hall command; 
But I am troubled here with them myfelf. 
fte rebels have aflay'd to win the Tower ; 
Brit gdtijou into Smithrield, gather head, 
Aad thither will 1 fend yon Matthew Goff. 
^I%|fcibf fovr King, your country, and your Uvea ; 
And lb Brew til, for 1 mud hence again. V £«e'tmt, 

"*& SCENE. 
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SCENE changes to Cannon-fir -eet. 

Enter Jack Cade and the reft, andfirikes his Jt off on 

London-Jlone* 

Cade. Now is Mortimer Lord of this city, and h 
fitting upon London-ftone, I charge and command t 
of the city's coil the piffing conduit run nothing but < 
ret wine the firft year of our reign. And now hencef 
ward it (hall be treafon for any that calls me other tl 
Lord Mortimer* 

Enter afoldter running. ^ 

Sol. Jack Cade, Jack Cade! 

Cade. Knock him down there. \They &dl h, 

Weav. If this fellow be wife, he'll never call you Jt 
Cade mprc ; I think he hath a very fair warning. 

Dick. My Lord, there's an army gathered together 
Smithfield. 

Cade. Come then, let's go fight with them : but fi 
go and fet London-bridge on fire, and if you can, bu 
down the Tower too. Come, let's away. \Exeunt omn 

SCENE changes to Smithfietd. 

Alarum. Matthew Goff" is Jlain, and all the reft. Tl 
enter Jack Cade with his company.. 

Cade. So, Sirs. Now go fome and pull down the £ 
voy ; others to the inns of courts, down with them all. 

Dick. 1 have a fuit unto your Lordfhip. 

Cade. Be it a lordfhip, thou (halt have it for that wor 

Dick. Only that the laws of England may come out 
your mouth. 

John. Mafs, 'twill be fore law then ; for he was thn 
in the mouth with a fpear, and 'tis not whole yet. 

Smith. Nay, John, it will be (linking law, for his brea 
ftinks with eating toafted cheefe. 

Cade.- I have thought upon it, it (hall be fo. Awa 
burn all the records of the realm ; my mouth (hall be tl 
parliament of England. 
Jfo/j/t. Then we are like to have biting ftatutes, unk 
hk teeth be puli'A out. . 

C 
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Cade. And henceforward all things fhall be in corn- 
on. 

SCENE VI. Enter a Mtfenger. 

Mejf. My Lord, a prize, a prize! here's the Lord 
by which fold the towns in France; he that made us 
py one and twenty fifteens and one (hilling to the 
pound, the laft fubfidy. 

Enter George with the Lord Say, 

Cade. Well, he /hall be beheaded for it ten times •— 
Ah, thou Say, tliou ferge, nay, thou buckram Lordf 
art thou within point-black of our jurifdiction re- 
\pL What canft thou anfwer to my Majefty for giving 
ip of Normandy unto Mouiieur Bafimecu*, the Dau- 
fhin of France? Be it known unto thee by tbefe pre* 
Jents, even the prefence of Lord Mortimer, that I am 
befom that mull fweep the court clean of fuch filth 
thou art. Thou hail rood traitcroufly corrupted the 
youth of the realm in erecliug a grammar-fchool ; and 
tthereas before our forefathers had no other books but 
the (core and the tally, thou haft caufed printing to 
fce us'd ; and, contrary to the King, his crown and dig- 
nity, thou haft huilt a paper-mill. It will be proved to 
Jfay race that thou haft men about thee, that ufually talk 
4f a noun and a verb, and fuch abominable words a» 
Chriftian ear can endure to hear. Thou haft ap- 
pelated juftices of the peace to call poor men before 
them, about matters they were not able to anfwer. 
! Moreover, thou haft put them in prifon; and becanfe 
! Aey could not read, thou haft hang'd them ; when, in- 
4e*d* only for that cauie they have been moil worthy 
rio live. Thou doft ride on a foot-eloth, doft thou 
tot? 

&yr. What of that? 

Cade. Marry, thou ought'ft not to let thy horfe wear 
a cloak, when honefter men than thou go in their hofe 
aa4 doublets. 

J&k. And work in their fhirt too; as myfelf, for 
4$$npk, that am a butcher. 

4wgv» Yau men of Kent, 

What fay you of Kent? 

* He means to fay, Boifez ma quelle. 
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Say. Nothing but this: 'Tis bona terra, mala gens. 

Cade, Away with him, away with him, he fpeaks* 
Latin. 

Say. Hear me but fpeak, and bear me where ybu willr 
Kent, in the commentaries Caefar writ, 
Is term'd the civil'il place of all this ifle; 
Sweet is the country, beauteous, full of riches; 
The people liberal, valiant, active, worthy : 
Which makes me hope thou art not void of pity# 
I fold not Maine, I loft not Normandy ; 
Yet, to recover them, would lofe my life : 
Juftice with favour have I always done ; 
Prayers and tears have mov'd me, gifts eouM never r 
When have I aught exacted at your hands ? 
Kent to maintain, the King, the realm, and you* 
Large gifts have I beftow'd on learned clerks ; 
Becaufe my book preferr'd me to the King: 
And feeing ignorance is the curfe of God, 
Knowledge the wing wherewith we fly to heav'n, 
Unlefs you be pofTefs'd with dev'lifh fpirits, 
Ye cannot but forbear to murder me. 
This tongue hath parlied unto foreign Kingfr 
For your behoof. 

Cade. Tut, when ftruck'ft thou one blow in the field? 

Say. Great men have reaching hands; oft have I 
Thofe that I never faw, and ftruck them dead. [ftruck 

George. O monftrous coward! what, to come behind 
folks? 

Say. Thefe cheeks are pale with watching for your 
good. 

Cade. Give him a box o'th' ear, and that will make 
'em red again. . 

Say. Long fitting to determine poor mens* caufes, 
Hath made me full of ficknefa and dffeafes. 

Cade Ye mall have a hempen caudle then, and the 
help of a hatchet. 

Dick. Why doft thou quiver, man? 

Say. The palfy, and not fear, provokes me. 

Cade. Nay, he nods at us, as who fhould fay, I'll 
be even with you. I'll fee if bis head will ftand ftea- 
dier on a pole or no : take him away, and behead him. 
Say. Tdl me, wherein have I o&titaA. tm&.\ 



ic 6. KINO HENRY VI. 73 

fclave I affe&ed wealth or honour? fpcak. 
hrc my chefts fill'd up with extorted gold? 
b my apparel fumptuous to behold ? 
Whom have I injur'd, that ye feek my death ? 
Thefe hands are free from guiltlefs blood-fhedding, 
This breaft from harb'ring foul deceitful thoughts. 

0, let me live! 

Cade. I feel rcmorfe in myfelf with his words ; hut 
"111 bridle it ; he (hall die, an* it be but for pleading fo 
well for his life. Away with him, he has a familiar un- 
der his tongue, he fpeaks not o* God's name. Go, 
take him away, I fay, and ftrike off his head prefent- 
lly; and then break into his fon-in -law's houfe, Sir 
James Cromer, and ftrike off his head, and bring them 
both upon two poles hither. 
All. It (hall be done. 

Say. Ah, countrymen, if when you make your 
God mould be fo obdurate as yourfelves, [prayers, 

How would it fare with your departed fouls? 
And therefore yet relent, and fave my life. 

Cade. Away with him, and do as I command ye. 
[Exeunt fame with Lord Say.~\ The proudeft Peer of the 
realm (hall not wear a head on his moulders, unltfs he 
pay me tribute; there (hall not a maid be married, but 
me fhall pay me her maidenhead ere they have it : men 
fliall hold of me in capite. And we charge and com- 
mand, that their wives be as free as heart can wifh, or 
tongue can tell. 

Dick. My Lord, when fhall we go to Cheapfide, and 
take up commodities upon our bills? 
Cade. Marry, prefently.* 
All. O brave! 

Enter one with the heads. 

Cade. But is not this braver? Let them kifs one ano- 
ther; for they lov'd well when they were alive. Now part 
them again, left they confult about the giving up of 
feme more towns in France. Soldiers, defer the fpoil of 
Ac city until night ; for with thefe borne before us, in- 
ftead of maces, will we ride through the ftreets, and 
at every corner have them kifs. Away, 
i T Exeunt. 
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SCENE VII. Changes to Southward. 

Alarum, and retreat. Enter again Cade, and all his 
rabblemeni. 

Cade. Up Fifh-ftreet, down St. Magnus* corner, kill 
and knock down, throw them into Thames. $ 

\A parley founded. 
What noife is this I hear? 
Dare any be fo bold to found retreat or parley, 
When I command them kill ? 

Enter Buckingham and old Clifford, attended. 

Bud. Ay, here they be that dare and will diftur.b thee. 
Know, Cade, we come ambafTadors from the King 
Unto the commons, whom thou haft mifled; 
And here pronounce free pardon to them all, 
That will forfake thee, and go home in peace. 

Clif. What fay ye, countrymen ; will ye relent, 
And yield to mercy, whilfl 'tis offer'd you, 
Or let a rabble lead you to your deaths? 
Who loves the King, and will embrace his pardon, 
Fling up his cap, and fay, God fave his Majjlyl 
Who hateth him, and honours not his father, * * 
Henry the Fifth, that made all France to quake, 
Shake he his weapon at us, and pafs by. 

All. God fave the King ! God fave the King! 
Cade. What, Buckingham and Clifford, are ye fo 
brave? and you, bafe peafants, do ye believe 'em? will 
you needs be hang'd with your pardons about your necks? 
hath my fword therefore broke through London gates, 
that you mould leave me at the White-hart in South- 
wark? I thought you would never have given out thefe 
arms, till you had recovered your ancient freedom : but 
you are all recreants and daftards, and delight to live in 
ilavery to the Nobility. Let them break your backs 
with burdens, take your houfes over your heads, ravifh 
your wives and daughters before your faces. For me, I 
will make fhift for one, and fo God's curfe light upon . 
you all! 
;*//. We'll follow Cade, we'll follow Cade. 
C/i/l Is Cade the fon of Henry t\v: Y\ft\\, 
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it thus you do exclaim you'll go with him? 
11 he conduct you through the heart of France, 
id make the meaneft of you Earls and Dukes? 
as! he hath no home, no place to fly to: 
■r knows he how to live hut by the fpofl* 
defs by robbing of your friends and us. 
ere't not a manic, that, whilft you live at jar, 
\c fearful French, whom you late vanquifhed, 
ould make a ftart o'er feat, and vanquim you? 
ethinks already in this civil brofl 
"ee them lording it in London ftreets, 
ying, Villageou! unto all they meet, 
ttter ten thoufand bafe-born Cades mifcarry, 
ban you mould ftoop unto a Frenchman's mercy* 
o France! to France! and get what you have loft; 
ore England, for it is your native coaft. 
enry hath mercy, you are ftrong and manly: 
od on our fide, doubt not of victory. 
All. A Clifford! a Clifford I we'll follow the King and 
iiffbrd. 

Cad*. Was ever feather fo tightly blown to and fro as 
Is multitude? The name of Henry the Fifth hales them 
• an hundred mifchiefs, and makes them leave me defo* 
:e. I fee them lay their heads together to furprife me. 
y fword make way for me, for here is no flaying; in 
cfpight of the devils and hell, have through the very 
idil of you ; and heavens and honour be witncfs, that no 
ant of resolution in me, but only my followers' bafe and 
nomintous treafons, make me betake me to my heels. 

[Exit. 
Buck. What, is he fled I go fome, and follow* him. 
nd he that brings his head unto the King, 
ball have a thoufand crowns for his reward. 

lExetmtfome &fthm% 
oHow me, fbldiers; we'll devife a mean 
1» reconcile you all unto the King. [Exeunt omnet* 

SCENE VIIT. The palace at KUKngvoortb. 

Sound trumpets. Enter King Henry, Queen Margaret, 
and Some/fet on the terrace* 

JtL J&my. Was ever King that 'joy 'dan ea*tbWt\vroive% 
^ You. V. G AaA 
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And could command no more content than I ? 
No fooner was I crept out of my cradle, 
But 1 was made a King at nine months old : 
Was never fubje& long'd to be a King, 
As I do long and wiih to be a fubjedl. 

Enter Buckingham and Clifford. 

Buck. Health and glad tidings to your Majeftyl 
K. Henry. Why, Buckingham, is the traitor Cade fur- 
Qt is he but retir'd to make him ftrong? £prisM? 

Enter multitudes with halters about their necks. 

Clif. He's fled, my Lord, and all his pow'rs do yield; 
And humbly thus with halters on their necks 
Expeft your Highnefs* doom of life or death. 

K. Henry. Then, heav'n, fet ope thy everlafting gatei, 
To entertain my vows of thanks and praife. 
Soldiers, this day have you redeem'd your lives, 
And fkew'ji how well you love your prince and country; 
Continue flill in this fo good a mind, 
And Henry, though he be unfortunate, 
Allure yourfelves, will never be unkind: 
And fo with thanks and pardon to you all, 
J do difaiifs you to your feveral countries. 

All. God fave the King ! God fave the King ! 

Enter Meffenger, 

Meffl Pleafe it your Grace to be advertifed, 
The Duke of York is newly come from Ireland ; 
And with a puifTant and mighty pow'r 
Of defp'fate gallow-glaffes and ftout kerns, 
Is marching hitherward in proud array ; 
And Hill proclaimeth, as he comes along, 
Jiis arms are only to remove from thee 
The Duke of Somerfet, whom he terms a traitor. 

K. Henry. Thus (lands my ftate 'twixt Cade and York 

diftrefs'd; I 

Like to a (hip, that, having 'fcap'd a tempeft, 
Is ftraitway claim'd and boarded with a pirate. 
But now is Cadedriv'n back, his men difpers'd; 
And now is York in arms to fecond him. 
/ pr$y thee, Buckingham, go aui meet w\sih.\ux& > 
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aik him what's the reafonof thefc arms : 
Tell him, I'll fend Duke Edmund to the Tower $ 
[And, Somerfet, we will commit thee thither, 
Until his army be dt&ufs'd fr oat him. 

Som. My Lrorcf, 
I'D yield myfelf to prifon willingly, 
It unto death, to do my country good. 

K. Henry, In any caife be not too rough in terms? 
tor he is fierce, and eannot brook hard language. 

Buck* I will, my Lord ; and doubt not fo to deal, 
As all things mall redound unto your good. 

K. Henry. Come, wife, let's in, and learn to govern 
better ; 
Tor yet may England curfe my wretched reign. 

[Exeunt, ' 

SCENE IX. A garden in Kent. 

[ Enter Jack Cade, 

f Cade. Fie on ambitions; fie on myfelf, that have a 

| word, and yet am ready to famifh. Tliefe five days 

i have I hid me in thefe woods, and durft not peep out, 

l for all the country is laid for me : but now am I fo 

. hungry, that if J might have a leafe of my life for a 

| thoufand years, I could Hay no longer. Wherefore on 

r a brick-wall have I climb' d into this garden, to fee if I 

can eat grafs, or pick a fallet another while, which is 

mot araifs to cool a man's ftomaeh this hot weather ; 

and I think this word fallet was born to do me good ; 

for many a time but for a fallet my brain-pan had been 

deft with a brown-bill; and many a time when 1 have 

been dry, and bravely marching, it hath ferv'd me in- 

-' Jfcead of a quart-pot to drink in ; and now the word JaU 

let muft ferve me to feed on. 

Enter Iden. 
v-i- - . ■ * ■ 

I Jen. Lord! who would live turmoiled in the court. 

And may enjoy fuch quiet walks as thefe ? 

This fmall inheritance my father left me, ■ 
* Contenteth me, and's worth a monarchy. 

^ Jeek not to wax great by others 9 warnings 
Ijgr gsuhcr wealth 1 care not with what envy ; 
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Sufficeth that I have maintains my ftate, 
And fends the poor well pleaied from my gate. 

Code. Here's the lord of the foil come to r feiae me for 
a ftray, for entering his fee-fimple without leave. Ah> 
villain ! thou wilt betray mc, and get a thoufand crowns 
of the King by carrying my head to him; but I'll make 
thee eat iron like an oftridge, and fwallow my fword 
like a great pin, ere thou and I part. 

Iden. Why, rude companion, whatfoe'er thou be, 
I know thee not; why then mould I betray thee? 
Is't not enough to break into my garden, 
And, like a thief, to come to rob my grounds, 
Climbing my walls in fpight of me the owner, 
But thou wilt brave me with thefe fancy terms? 

Code. Brave thee? by the beft blood that ever was 
broach'd, and beard thee too. Look on me well, I 
have eat no meat thefe five days, yet come thou and 
thy five men, and if I do not leave you as dead as a 
door-naO, I pray God I may never eat grafs more. 

idt*. Nay, it (hall ne'er be laid while England ft&nda, 
That Alexander Iden, an Efquire of Kent, 
Took odds to combat a poof £arm(h'd man. 
Oppofe thy ftedfaft gazing eyes to mine, 
See if thou canft outface me with thy looks: 
Set limb to limb, and thou art far the leffer ; 
Thy hand is but a finger to my fift ; 
Thy leg* a ftick, compared with this truncheon. 
My foot ihaU fight with all the ftrength thou baft % 
Aad if mine arm be heaved in the air, 
Thy grave k digg'd already m the earth : 
As for more words, let this my fword report 
( Whofe greatnefs anfwers words) what fpeech forbears. 

Cadi, fiy my valour, the moft complete champion 
that ever I heard. Steel, if thou turn thine tdge 9 or 
cut not out the burly-bon'd clown in chines of beef ere 
thou fleep in thy fheath, I befeech Jove on my knees. 
thott may'ft be turned into hobnails. \Here they fight.] 
O I am flain! Famine, and no other, hath (lain me: 
let ten thoufand devils come againft me, and give me 
but ihe ten meals I have loft, and I'd defy them all. 
Wj'ther garden, and be beuceWh a burying- place to. 
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IiD that do dwell in this houfe, becaufe the unconquer'd 
f foul of Cade is fled. 

Idea. Is't Cade that I have flain, that monftrous traitor} 
ord, I will hallow thee for this thy deed, 
hang thee o'er my tomb when 1 am dead* 
lifer {hall this blood be wiped from thy point, 
|Bbt thou (halt wear it as a herald's coat, 
' emblaze the honour which thy mailer got. 
Cade. Iden, farewell, and be proud of thy viclory: 
'. tell Kent from me, me hath loft her bell man ; and ex- 
hort all the world to be cowards ; for I that never fear'd 
any, am vanquifhed by famine, not by valour. [Dies*. 

Iden. How much thou wrong'ft me, Heaven be my; 
f judge! 

f Die, damned wretch, the curfe of her that bare thee* 
F And as I thruft thy body in with my fword, . 
! So with I, 1 might thruft thy foul to hell. 
Hence will 1 drag thee headlong by the heels 
Unto a dunghill, which fhall be thy grave ; 
And there cut off thy mod ungracious head, 
Which I will bear in triumph to the King, 
Leaving thy trunk for crows t6 feed upon. [Exit* 

ACT V. SCENE L 
In the Jields near London* 

Enter York> with his army of Irifh^. with drum and colours* 

Tork. JL ROM Ireland thus comes York to claim' 
his right, 
And pluck the crown from feeble Henry'& head. 
King, bells* aloud ; burn, bonfires, clear and ..bright* 
To entertain ^*eat England's lawful King ! 
Ah, Majefty! who would not buy thee dear? 
Let them obey that know not how to rule. 
This hand was made to handle nought but gold.- , 

1 cannot give due a&ion to my words, 
Except a fword or fceptre balance it. v 

A fceptre fhall it have, ("have I a foul,) 
Ob which I'll tola the iWer-de-Iuce of, "France. 

Gj ' Erittr* 
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Enter Buckingham, 

Whom hare we here? Buckingham to dtfturb me? 
The King hath fcnt him, fure : I muft dinemble. 

Buck. York, if thou meaneft well, I greet tliee well 

Tort. Humphry of Buckingham, I accept thy grceti 
Art thou a meffenger, or come of pkafure? 

Buck. A meffenger from Henry our dread Liege* 
To know the reafon of thefe arms in peace ? 
Or why, thou, being a fubjc& as I am, 
Againft thy path and true allegiance fWom, 
Sbouldft raife fo great a power without his leave? 
Or dare to bring thy force fo near the court. 

York. Scarce cau i fpeak, my choler is fo * 
great. 
Oh ! I could hew up rocks, and fight with flint, 
I am fo angry at thefe abje£t terms. 
And now, like Ajax Tekmonius, 
On iheep or oxen could I fpend my fary. }► jfftdt 

I am far better born than i* the King: 
More like a King, more kingly hi my 

thoughts. 
But I muft make fair weather yet awhile, 
Till Henry be more weak and I more ffcrong. 
O Buckingham! I pr'ythee, pardon me, 
That I have giv'n- no aufwer all this while ; 
My mind was troubled with deep melancholy* 
The caufe why I have brought this army hither*. 
Is to remove proud Somerfet from the King,. 
Seditious to his Grace and to the ftate. 

Buck. That is too much preemption on thy part£ 
But if thy arms be to, no other end, 
The King hath yielded- unto thy demand t 
The Duke of Somerfet is in the Tower. 

Tori. Upon thine honour is he prifonetr 

Bucky Upon mine honour he is prifoner. 

York. Then, Buckingham, I do difmife my powers- 
Soldiers, I thank you all ; dii^erfe yourfehres; 
Meet me to-morrow iu St. George's field, 
You mall have pay and every thing you wiftu 
And let my Sovereign, virtuous Heurv, 
Comsund my eldeft fonj nay, d\ ifi^io^H 
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As pledges of my fealty and love, 

I'll fend them all as willing as I live ; 

Lands, goods, horfe, armour, any thing I have, 

Is his to ufe, fo Somerfet may die. 

Buck. York, I commend this kind fubmiilion, 
, We twain wiH go into his l^hnefe' tent. [Exeunt* 

SCENE II. Changes to the King's pav'Sion. 

Enter King Henry y and Attendants. Re-enter Buckingham 
and York* attended. 

K. Henry. Buckingham, doth York intend no harm to 
That thus he marcheth with thee arm in arm? [us* 

Tori. In all fubmiffion and humility, 
York doth prefent himfelf unto your Highnefs* 

K Henry. Then what intend thefe forces thou dofl 
brfeg? 

Tori- To heave the traitor Soraepfet from hence* 
And fight again!* that monftrous rebel Cade, 
Whom fince I heard to be difcomfited. 

Enter Idem with Code's head. 

Iden. If one To rode, and of fo mean condition* 
May pafs into the prefence of a King, 
Lo, I prefent your Grace a traitor's head ; 
The head of Gade, whom I in combat flew. 

K. Henry. The head of Cade? great God! how juft 
O, let me view his vifage being dead, [art thou.? 

That living wrought mcfoch exceeding trouble. 
Tell me, my friend, art thou the man that flew him? 

Iden. I was, an't like your Majefty. 

K Henry. How art thou cJuTd ? and what is thy de- 

Iden. Alexander Iden, that's my name, .[S rcc * 

A poor Ef quire of Kent, that loves the King. 

Buck. So pleafe it you, my Lord, 'twere not amifs 
He were created Knight for feis good iervicc 

K. Henry. Iden, kneel down; rife up, a Knight t 
We give thee for reward a thoufand marks, 
And will that thou henceforth attend on us. 

Iden. May Iden live to merit fuch a bounty* 
Aad never live Jbut true unto his Liege I 
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SCENE III. 

Enter Queen Margaret and Somerfet. 

K. Henry. See, Buckingham, Somerfet comes with the 
the Queen; 
Goj bid her hide him quickly from the Duke. 

<%. Alan For thoufand Yorks he fhall not hide his- 
But boldly ftand and front him to his face. [head* 

York. How now ? is Somerfet at liberty ? 
Then, York, unloofe thy long imprifon'd thoughts* 
And let thy tongue be equal with thy heart. 
Shall I endure the fight of Somerfet ? 
Falfe King ! why haft thou broken faith wjth ine^ 
Knowing how hardly I can brook abufe? 
K ing did I call fehee ! no, thou art no King : 
Not fit to govern and rule«multitude^,, . 
Whichdurft not, no, nor can ft not rule a traitor*' 
That head of thine doth not become a crown i 
Thy hand is made to grafp a Ipalmer's ftaff, 
And not to grace an awful princely fceptre. 
That gold rouft round ingirt thefe brows of mine* 
Whofqfmile and frown (like to AchiUes's fpearf ), 
Is able with the change to kill and cure. 
Here is hand to hold a fceptre, u|*, , 
And with the fame to a& controlling laws. ... . ... 

Give place; byheav'n thou (halt rule no more 
O'er him whom heav?n created for thy ruler. 

Som. O monftrous traitor i* Iarreflthee, York, 
Of capital treafon 'gainft the King and crown ; 

Obey, 

t The ftory is, that Telepmjs the fop of Hercules, being King of- 
Myfia, oppofed the paffage of the Greeks to Troy, and being grie- 
voufly wounded by Achilles, confulted the .oracle how he might 
be cured, The anfwer he received wm, That nothing but the fame 
fpear which gave the wound could heal it r upon which he made 
friends to Achillea, who, by the raft from the fteel of his fpear fcra- 
ped into the wound, cured him. And in return for fo great a be* 
nefit, T*elephus followed Achilles as an auxiliary to the fiege o£ 
Troy. Ovid refers to this ftory in the following verfes. 

V u 'nus in Her cut to qux quondam feceret hojie 
Puttieris auxilium JPelias bafta tulit. 
And Prepertius, . ■ w • • ♦ '« 

Myfus & uEmonidjuvenii qua cttftide v\£m\ 
V T . Stnferat) bde itfd cuffide Jenjit ofcetiu 
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Obey, audacious traitor, kneel for grace. 

Tork. Sirrah, call in my fons to be my bail; 
Would'ft haye me kneel? Fir ft, let me aik of thefe, 
If they can brook 1 bow a knee to man. 
I know, ere they will let me go to ward, 
They'll pawn their fwords for my infranchifement. 

J§£, Mar. Call hither Clifford, bid him come amain* 
To lay, if that the baftard boys of York 
ShaU be the furety for their traitor father. 

TorL O blood«befpotted Neapolitan, 
Outcaft of Naples, England's bloody fcourgef 
The fons of York, thy betters in their birth, 
Shall be their father's bail, and bane to thofe 
That for my furety will refufe the boys. 

Enter Edward Plant agenet and Richard Plantagenet. 
See where they come ; I'll warrant they'll make it good. 

Enter Clifford* 

Jg. Mar. .And here coma* Clifford, to deny their bail. 

C&f. Health and all happinefs to my Lord the King. 

Tork. I thank tliee,Ck'fford; fay* what news «i*h thee"? 
Nay, do not fright us with an angry look : 
We are thy Sovereign, Clifford, kneel again; 
For thy mistaking fo, we pardon thee. 

Clif. This is my King, York, I do not miftake; 
But thou miftak'ft me much^to think 1 do: 
To Bedlam with him ; is the man grown mad ? 

K. Henry. Ay, Clifford, a Bedlam and ambitions hn» 
Makes him oppofe himfelf againd his King. [mour 

Clif. He is a traitor, let him to the Tower, 
And crop away that factious pate of his. 

^. Mar. He is arretted, but will not obey : 
His fons, he fays, ihall give their words for him. 

York. Will you not, fons ? 

E. Plan. Ay, Noble father, if our words will ferve. 

R. Plan. And if words will not, then our weapons (halL 

G&f. Why, what a brood of traitors have we here ? 

York. Look in a ghfs, and call thy image to. 
/ m AySmg t and tbou a falfe-heart traitor, v 

CsBs 
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Call hither to the ftake my two brave bear* f. 
That with the very (baking of their chain* 
They may aftonifh thefe fell-lurking cure* 
Bid Salisbury and Warwick come to m?. 

SCENE IV. v 

Enter the Earls of Salt/bury and Warwlcl. 

Cltf. Are thefe thy bears ? we'll bait thy bears to death. 
And manacle the bearward in their chains, 
If thou dar'fl bring them to the baiting place. 

R. Plan. Oft have I feen a hot o'erweening cur 
Run back and bite, becaufe he was *vith-held ; 
Who, being fuffer'd with the bear's fell paw, 
Hath clapp'd his tail betwixt his legs and cry'd: 
And fuch a piece of fervice will you do, 
If you Qppofe yourfelves to match Lord Warwick. 

Cltf. , Hence, heap of wrath, foul indigefted lump. 
As crooked in thy manners as thy fhape. 

Torh. Nay, we (hall heat you thoroughly anon. 

Clif. Take heed, left by your heat you burn yourfelveSr 
. K Henry. Why, Warwick, hath thy knee forgot to 
Old Salifbury, fhame to thy filver hair, [bow I 

Thou mad mi/leader of thy brain-lick fon, 
What, wilt thou on thy death-bed play the ruffian, 
And feek for forrow with thy fpe&acles? 
Oh, where is faith I oh, where is loyalty ? 
If it be baaiuVd from the frofty head, 
Where fhall it find a harbour in the earth? 
Wilt thou go dig a grave to find out war, 
And fhame thine honourable age with blood? 
Why art thou old, and want'ft experience? 
Or wherefore doft abufe it, if thou haft it ? 
For fhame, in duty bend thy knee to me, 
That.bows* unto the grave with mickle age. 

Sal. My Lord, I have eonfiderM with myfelf 
The title of this mo(t renowned Duke; 
And in my confeienee do repute his Grace 
The rightful heir to England's royal feat. 

K. Henry. Haft thou not fwoni allegiance unto me? 

Sat. 

. f Alluding to the Ncvilti creft, vriutYv -w» ita \*w %iAi*v 
gcdflzff: 
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Sal. I have. 

K* Henry. Can ft thou difpenfe with heav'n for fucb 

* an oath? 
Sal. It is great fin to fwear unto a fin ; 
Jut greater fin to keep a finful oath. 
[Who can be bound by any folemn vow 
|To do a murd'rous deed, to rob a man, 
To force a fpotlefs virgin's chaftity, 
To 'reave the orphan of his patrimony, 
To wring the widow from her cuftom'd right, 
I And have no other reafon for his wrong, 
■But that he was bound by a folemn oath ? 

4>. Mar. A fubtle traitor needs no fophifter. 
K. Henry. Call Buckingham, and bid him arm himfelf. 
York. Call Buckingham and all the friends thou haft, 
|l am refolv'd for death or dignity. 

Old Clif. The firft I warrant thee, if dreams prove true. 
War. You were beft go to bed and dream again, 
|To keep thee from the temped of the field. 

Old Clif I am refolv'd to bear a greater ftorra 
I Than any thou canft conjure up to-day; 
I And that I'll write upon thy burgonet, 
\ Might 1 but know thee by thy houfe's badge. 

IVar. Now, by myvfather's badge, old Nevill's creft, 
[The rampant bear chain'd to the ragged ftarfF, 
I This day I'll wear aloft my burgonet, 
(As on a mountain-top the cedar (hews, 
1 That keeps his leaves in fpight of any ftorm,) 
Ev'n to affright thee with the view thereof. 

Old Chf. And from thy burgonet I'll rend thy bear, 
And tread it under foot with all contempt, 
Defpight the bearward that protects the bear. 

T. Cllf. And fo to arms, victorious Noble father, 
To quell the rebels and their complices. 

R. Plan. Fie, charity for fhame, fpeak not in fpight, 
For you man fup with Jefu Chrift to-night. 

T. Clif. Foul ftigmatic, that's more, than thou canft tell. 
R. Plan. If not in heav'n, you'll furely fup in hell. 

[Exeunt feverally* 
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SCENE V. C%f# to *>/</ ^ batik at Si. Man's. \ 

i 
Enter Warwick. 

War. Clifford of Cumberland* 'tis Warwick calk; 
And if thou doft not hide thee from the bear, 
(Now when the angry trumpet founds alarum* 
And dying mens' cries do fill the empty air,) 
Clifford, I fay, come forth and fight with me; 
Proud northern Lord, Clifford of Cumberland, 
Warwick is hoarfe with calling thee to arms* 

Enter Tori. 

War. How now, my Noble Lord? what all a-foot? 

Tori. The deadly -handed Clifford flew my deed: 
But match to match I have encount'red him* 
And made a prey for carrion kites and crows, 
Ev'n of the bonny bead he lov'd fo well. 

Enter Clifford. 

War. Of one or both of us the time is come. 

Tori. Hold, Warwick: feek thee out fome other chace, 

War. Then nobly, York ! 'tis for a crown thou fight'ft. 
As I intend, Clifford, to thrive to-day, 
It grieves my foul to leave thee unaffail'd. [Exit War. 

Cliff. What feefl thou in me, York? why doft thou 
paufe? 

Tork. With thy brave bearing mould I be in love # 
But that thou art fo fall mine enemy. 

Clif Nor mould thy prowefs want praife and efteem, 
But that 'tis fhewn ignobly, and in treafon. 

Tork. So let it help me now againft thy fword, 
As I in juftice and true right exprefs it. 

Clif. My foul and body on the action both!— 

Tori. A dreadful lay, addrefs thee inflantly. [Eight. 

Clif La Jin couronne les atrures. [Diet. 

Tori. Thus war hath given thee peace, for thou art (till. 
'.Peace with his foul, Heav'n, if it be thy will. [Exit. 

Enter young Clifford. 

jT. Clif. Shame and confuftonl d\\*ATi\\\s. \ra\it. 
Fear frames diforder, and dtfoxder viouxvfo 
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e mould it guard. War! thou Ton of heU, 
torn angry heav'ns do make their minifter, 
ow in the frozen bofoms of our part 
lot coals of vengeance. Let no foldier fly. 
that is truly dedicate to war, 

no {elf-love; for he that loves himfelf, 
h not effentially, but by circHimftance, 

name of valour. O let the vile world end, 

[Seeing bis dead father* 
t nd the premifed f flames of the lafl day 

earth and heav'n together! 
iw let the general trumpet blow his blaft, 
ularities and petty founds 
b ccafe ! Waft thou ordained, O dear father, 
b lofe thy youth in peace, and to atchieve 
filver livery of advifed age ; 
Ibid in thy reverence, and thy chair-days, thus 
To die in ruffian battle? Even at this fight 
hfy heart is turnM to ftone ; and while 'tis mine, 
it /hall be ftony. York not our old men {pares* 
So more will" I their babes : tears virginal 
3iafl be to me even as the dew to fire; 
bid beauty, that the tyrant oft reclaims, 
lull to my flaming wrath be oil 'and flax. 
ienceforth I will not have td do with pity. 
feet I an infant of the houfeVf York, 
as many gobbets will I cut it, 
wild Medea young Abfyrtus did. 
cruelty will I feek out my fame. 
e, thou new ruin of old Clifford's houfe ; 
did jSineas old Anchifes bear, 
1 bear thee upon my manly moulders : 
then iEneas bare a living load, 
ig fo heavy as thefe woes of mine. 

[Exit, beating ojf his father. 

Snter Richard Plantagenet and Somerfet, to fight. 

JL Plan* So, lie thou there: \Somerfet u hiWd. • 

' underneath an alehoufe* paltry fign, v 

rcaftte in St. Alban's, Somerfet 
1 made the wizard famous in his death. 

Wk: Vm H Swo^i 

W •.-/ f freniftd, £ or /cnt lefore their time. 
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Sword, hold thy temper; heart, be wrathful ftill. 
Priefts pray for enemies, but princes kilL 

[Exit Richard PlantagcneL 

SCENE VI. 

jFight. Excurftons. Enter King Henry, §>ueen Margfc 
ret, and others. 

£>. Mar. Away, my Lord, you are flow; for fhame, 
away. 

K. Henry. Can we outrun the heav'ns! good Mar- 
g'ret, ftay. 

J^. Mar. What are you made of? you'll not fight, 
Now is it manhood, wifdom, and defence, [nor fly. 

To give the enemy way, and to fecure us 
By what we can, which can no more but fly. 

[Alarum afar of. 
If you be ta'en, we then fhould fee the bottom 
Of all our fortunes ; but if we haply 'fcape, 
(As well we may, if not through your neglect,) 
We (hall to London get, where you are lov'd ; 
And where this breach now in our fortunes made, 
)May readily be ftopt. 

Enter Clifford. 

Clif. But that my heart's on future mifchief fet, 
I would fpeak blafphemy ere bid you fly ; 
But fly you mull: incurable difcomflt 
Reigns in the hearts of all our prefent party. * •* 

Away, for your relief; and we will live 
To fee their day, and them our fortune give. 
Away, my Lord, away ! [Exeunt* 

Alarum. Retreat. Enter York, Richard Plant agemU 
Warwick, and Soldiers, with drum and colours. 

York. Of Salifbury, who can report of him ? 
That winter -lion, who in rage forgets 
Aged contufions and all bruife of time; i 

And, like a gallant in the brow of youth, | 

Repairs him with ^ccafion. This happy day j 

Is not itfelf, nor have we won oii£ loot* y 

//Saffftuiybeloft. 
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* R. Plan. My Noble father, 

5*hree times to-day 1 holp him to his horfe, 

Three times beftrid him ; thrice I led him off, 

trcrfuaded him from any further aft : 

But itifl where danger was, ftill there I met him; 

And,, like rich hangings in an homely houfe, 

80 was his will in his old feeble body. 

Bat, noble as he is, look where he comes. 

N Enter SaTt/iury. 

? Sal. Now, by my fword, well haft thou fought to-day 5 
By th* mafs, fo did we all. I thank you, Richard. 
Cod knows how long it is 1 have to live ; 
^nd it hath pleas'd him, that three times to-day 

You have defended me from imminent death. 

Well, Lords, we have not got that which we have j 
TTis not enough our foes are this time fled^ 

Being oppofites of fuch repairing nature. 

* Tork. I know our fafety is to follow them * 

For, as I hear, the King is fled to London, 

To call a prefent court of parliament. 

Let us purfue him ere the writs go forth* 

What fays Lord Warwick? fhall we after them? 
War. After them! nay, before them, if we can. 

Now, by my hand, Lords, 'twas a glorious day* 

St. AlbanV battle, won by famous York, 

Shall be eterniz'd in all age to come. 

Sound drum and trumpets, and to London all, 

And more fuch days as thefe to us befal ! [Exeunt* 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 

London* 

'" Alarum. Enter Duke of Tori, Edward, Richard, Nor* 
folk, Montague, Warwick, and Soldiers. 



i 



War. JL Wonder how the King efcap'd our hands! 

Tork. While we purfa*d tbe horfemen of the north, 
He flily Hole away, and left his men : 
Whereat the great Lord of Northumberland, 
1 Whofe warlike ears could never brook retreat* 
ChearM up the drooping army; and himfelf* v 

Lord Clifford, and Lord Stafford, all a-breaft, 
Charg'd our main battle's front; and, breaking in, 
l^Tere by the fwords of common foldiers flain. 
, Ediu. Lord Stafford's father, Duke of Buckingham, ' 
Is either flain or wounded danger oufly. 
I deft bis beaver with a downright blow. 
That this is true, father', behold his blood. 

Mont. And, brother, here's the Earl of WiltftiireV 
Whom I encounter'd as the battles join'd. [blood ; 

Rich. Speak thou for me, and tell them what I did. — 
[Throwing down the Duke of Somerfct's head* 

Tork. Richard hath beft deferv'd of all my fons. 
Is his Grace dead, my Lord of Somerfet ? 

Norf. Such hope have all the line of John of Gaunt J 

Rich. Thus do 1 hope to make King Henry's head. 

War* And fo do 1. Victorious Prince of York,.. 
Before I fee thee featedinthat throne, 
„ Which now the houfe of Lancafter ufurps, 
j I vow* by heav'n thefe eyes fhall never clofe- 
{ Hus is the palace of that fearful Kigg, 
I And this the regal feat $ poffefs it, York-{ 
! For this is thine, and not King Henry's heirs*. 

Tork. Aflift me then, fweei Warwick, and I will;. 
Eor hither we have broken^ Jay force. 

Norf. We'll all affiit you; he that flies> (hall die. 

Tork. Thanks, gentle Norfolk ; ftay by me, my Lords; , 
fc^foldicrs, flay and lodge by me this night. 

?#/?>/ H 3* Wart- 
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War. And when the King comes, offer him no violence* 
Unlefs he feek to thruft you out by force. 

Tori. The Queen this day here holds her parliament* 
But little thinks we (hall be of her council ; 
By woids or blows here let us win our right. 

Rich. Arm'd as we are, let's ftay within this houfe* 

War. The bloody parliament (hall this be calTd, 
Unlefs Plantagenet Duke of York be King; 
And bamful Henry depos'd, whole cowardice. 
Hath made m by-worda to our enemies, 

York. Then leave me not ; my Lords, be refoliite ; : 
I mean t<x take poffeffion of my right. 

/Par. 'Neither the King, nor he that loves him beft^ 
The proudeft he that holds up Lancafter, 
Dares ftir a wing, if Warwick make his bells. 
I'll plant Plantagenet, root him up who dare: 
Refolve thee, Richard; claim the Englifh crown. 

SCENE It 

Enter King Henry ^ Clifford f Northumbitrldnd % Wefim6nland^ 
Exeter and others. 

K. Henry. My Lords, look where the fturdy rebel fit*,, 
Even in the chair of ftate ; belike he means 
( Back'd by the power of Warwick that falfe peer) , 
T' afpire unto the crown, and reign as King. 
Earl of. Northumberland, he flew thy father ; 
And thine, Lord Clifford'; and you vow'd revenge 
On him, his fons, his fav'rkes, and his friends. 

North. If I be not, heav'ns be reveng'd on me! 

Clif. The hope thereof makes Clifford mourn in fteeli 

Wejl. What, mall we fufFerthia? let's pluck him down;. 
My heart for anger burns, I cannot brook it. 

K. Henry. Be patient, gentle Earl of Weftmoreland* 

Clif. Patience is for poltroons, and fuch as he: 
"* He durft not fit there had your father liv'd. 
My gracious^ Lord, here in the parliament 
Let us aflail the family of York. 

North. Well haft thou fpoken, coufin, be it fo. 

K. Henry. Ahf know you not the city favours them*. 

And they have troops of foldiers at their beck? 

J&v, But when the Duke is a^ v ^W^ ^KkHftj. 

K*Hbmc^ 
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K. Henry* Far be the thought of this from Henry'* 
["o make a fiiaxnbles of the parL'ament-houfe. [heart, 

aufin of Exeter, frown*, words, and threats, 
Jhall be the war that Henry means to ufe. 

aou factious Duke of York, defcend my throne, 

[TotbeDuli. 
Lnd kneel for grace and' mercy at my feet :. 
i am thy Sovereign. 
York. Thou'rt deceiv'd, I'm thine. 
Exc. For fhame come down: he made thee Duke o£ 

York. 
York* 'Twas my inheritance, as the kingdom is. 
Exe. Thy father was a traitor to the crown, 
War. Exeter, thou art a traitor to the crown, 
following this ufurping Henry. 
Clif* Whom mould he follow but his natural King? 
War. True, Clifford; and that's Richard Duke o£ 

York. 
K. Henry. And mall I (land, and thou fit in my throne?^ 
York. It muft and mall be fo, content thyfelf. 
War. Be Duke of Lancafter, let him be King. 
Weft. He is both King, and Duke of Lancafter; 
k.nd that the Lord of Weitmoreland mall maintain. 

War. And Warwick ihall difprove it. You forget, 
That we are thofe which chaa'd you from the field, 
| And flew your fathers, and wkh colours fpread 
B March 'd through the city to the palace-gates. 
| Worth. No, Warwick, I remember it to my grief; 
[And, by his foul, thou. and thy houfe mail rue it. 
Weft- Plantagenet, of thee, and thefe thy fon3, 
I .Thy kinfmen.and thy friends, I'll have more lives* 
I Hum drops of blood were in my father's veins. 

Clif. Urge it no more, left that, inftead of words, 
I X feud thee, Warwick, fuch a meffenger, 
1 As ihaH revenge his death before I ftir. 

War. Poor Clifford! how I fcorn his worthlefs threats* 
York. Will you we fhew our title to the crown I 
I£ not, our fwords mail plead it in the field. 

K.Henry. What title haft thou, traitor, to the crown ? 
r father was, as thou art, Duke of York; 
; g^dkiher, Roger Mortimer, Earl of Maiciu 
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T am the fon of Henry the Fifth, 

Who made the Dauphin and the French to ftoop, 

And feiz'd upon their towns and provinces. 

War. Talk not of France, fith thou haft loft it all. 

K. Henry. <The Lord Prote&or loft it, and not I; 
When 1 was crown'd I was but nine months old. 

Rich. You are oldenough now> and yet methinks yon 
lofe: 
Father, tear the crown from the ufurper's head. 

Edw. Sweet father, do fo ; fet it on your head. 

Mont. Good brother, as thou lov'ft and honour'ft arms. 
Let's fight it out, and not ftand cavilling thus. 

Rich. Sound drums and trumpets, and the King wil] 
fly 

York. Sons, peace. 

K. Henry. Peace thou, and give King Henry leave to 
fpeak. 

War. Plantagenet fhall fpeak firft : hear him, Lords, 
And be you filent and attentive too ; 
For he that interrupts him, fhall not live. 

K. Henry. Think'ft thou that ( will leave my kingly 
.Wherein my grandfire and my father fat ? [throne, 

No : firft fhall war unpeople this my realm ; 
Ay, and their colours often borne in France* 
And now in England to our heart's great forrow, 
Shall be ray winding- fhect. Why faint you, Lords? 
My title's good, and bettei far than his. 

War. But prove it, Henry, and thou fhalt be King. 

K. Henry, Henry the Fourth by conqueft got the 
crown. 

Tork. 'Twas by rebellion againft his King P 

K. Henry. I know not what to fay, my title's weakt 
Tell me, may not a King adopt an heir? x 

Tork. What then? 

K. Henry. And if he may, then am I lawful King: 
Eor Richard, in the view of many Lords, 
Refign'd the crown to Henry the Fourth ; 
Whofe heir my father was, and I am his. 

Tork. He rofe againft him, being his Sovereign, . 
And made him to refign his crown perforce. 

JVa7\ Suppi fcj my Lords, he did it unconftrain'd, . 
Think you 'twere prejudicial to \u^ cxowxvV 
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Exe. No, for he could not fo refign his crown, 

ft that the next heir (hould fucceed and reign. 

K. Henry. Arr^thou againfl us, Duke of Exeter? 

Exe. His ia the right, and therefore pardon me. 

Tori. Why whifper you, my Lords, and anfwer not? 

Exe. My confeience tells me he is lawful King. 

K. Henry. All will revolt from me, and turn to him. 

North. Plantagenet, for all the claim thou lay 'ft, 
Think not that Henry mall he £0 depos'd. 

War. Depos'd he (hall be in defpight of thee. 

North. Thou art deceiv'd: 'tis not thy fouthern power 
flFEffex, .Norfolk, Suffolk, nor of Kent, 
Which makes thee thus prefumptuous and proud, 
Can fet the Duke up in defpight of me. 

Clif. King Henry, be thy title right or wrong, 
Lord Clifford vows to Bght in thy defence , 
May that ground gape, and fwallow me alive, 
Where I (hall kneel to him that (lew my fat her 1 

K. Henry. Oh Clifford, how thy words revive my heart Y 

Tori. Henry of Laocafter, refign thy crown: 
mutter you, or what confpire you, Lords ? 

War. Do right unto tbia princely Duke of York* 
Or I will fill this houfe with armed men, 
Aad o'er the chair of date where now he fits, 
Write up his title with ufurping blood« 

[Rejlemps with bis foot, and thejolditrsjktwthemfelvcs* 

K. Henry. My Lord of Warwick, hear me but one 
Let me but reign in quiet while I live. ^ [woid^ 

fori. Confirm the crown to me and to mine heirs, 
And thou (halt reign in quiet while thou HVft. 

~K. Henry. I am content : Richard Plantagenet, 
Ctyoy the kingdom after my deceafe. 

CBf. What wrong is this unto the Prince your fon? 

War. What good is this to England and himfelf ? 

Wi/l. Baie, fearful, and defpairing Henry ! 

CUf. How haft thou injur'd both thyfelf and us! 

Weft* 1 cannot ftay to hear thefe articles. 

Worth. Nor I. 

Come, coufin, let us tell the Queen thefe news*. 
Farewell," faint-hearted and degen'rate King, 
cold blood no [park of honour bides. 

NorttK. 
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North, Be thou a prey unto the houfe of York, 
And die in bands for thi3 unmanly deed ! 

C!if. In dreadful war may* ft. thou be overcome, 
Or live in peace abandoned and defpis'd! 

[Exeunt Nor. Cliff. WeftrtL' 

SCENE III. , 

War. Turn this way, Henry, and regard them not. 

Exe. They feek revenge, and therefore will not yield* 

K.Henry. Ah, Exeter! 

War. JVhy mould you figh, my Lord ? 

K. Henry. Not for myfelf, Lord Warwick, but my forty 
Whom 1 unnaturally (hall difinherit. 
But be it as it may ; 1 hear entail 
The crown to thee, and to thine heirs for ever ; 
Conditionally, that here thou take an oath 
To ceafe this civil war ; and whilft I live* 
. To honour me as thy King and Sovereign ; I 

Neither by treafon nor hoftility 
To feek to put me down, and reign thyfelf. 

Tork. This oath I willingly take, and will perform. 

War. Long live King Henry ! Platttagenet, embrace 
him. 

K. Henry. And long live thou, and thefe thy forwardfonsl 

Tork., Now York and Lancafter are reconcil'd. 

Exe. Accurs'd be he that feeks to make them foes ! 

[Sonet. Here they come down. 

Tork. Farewell, my gracious Lord, I'll to my cattle^ 

War. And Pll keep London with my foldiers* 

Norf And I to Norfolk with my followers. 

Mont. And I unto the fea from whence I came. 

K. Henry. And I with gnef and forrow tothe court. 
[Exeunt Tori, Warwick, Norfolk, and Montague*. 

Enter the Queen and the Prince of Wales. 

Exe. Here comes the Queen, whofe looks bewray 
I'll fteal away. [her anger. 

K. Henry. So, Exeter, will I. [Going. 

Queen. Nay, go not from me; I will follow thee — ->• 
K. Henry. Be patient, gentle Queen, and I will Hay. 
£>ueen. Who can be patient \tv luc\\. t*.U-£\svssi 
Ab» wretched man ! wou'd I \va& &k<l * m^> 
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And never feen thee, never born thee fon, 

Seeing thou haft prov'd fo unnatural a father. 

Hath he deferv'd to lofe his birthright thus ? 

Hadft thou but lov'd him half fo well as I, 

Or felt that pain which I did for him once, 

Or nourifh'd him, as I did with my blood ; 

Thou would'ft have left thy deareft heart-blood there, 

Rather than made that favage Duke thine heir, 

And difinherited thine only fon. 

Prince. Father, you cannot difinherit me; 
If you be King, why fhould not I fucceed? 

K. Henry. Pardon me,Marg'ret ; pardon me, fweet fon* 
The Earl of Warwick and the Duke infore'd me. 

Queen. Inforc'd thee! art thou King, and wilt be 
fore'd? 
I fhame to hear thee fpeak. Ah, tim'rous wretch J 
Thou haft undone thyfelf, thy fon, and me ; 
And given unto the houfe of York fuch head, 
As thou malt reign but by their fufFerance. 
To entail him and his heirs unto the crown, 
What is it but to make thy fepulchre, 
And creep into it far before thy time? 
Warwick is, Chancellor, and the Lord of Calais; 
Stern Faulconbridge commands, the narrow feas; 
The Duke is made Prote&or of the realm; ' 

And yet malt thou be fafe? — fuch fafety finds 
The trejnbiing lamb invironed with wolves. 
Had I been there, which am a filly woman, 
The foldiers mould have tofs'd me on their pikes, 
Before I would have granted to thajt act. 
But thou preferr'ft thy life before thine honour. 
And feeing thou doit, I here divorce myfclf 
Both from thy table, Henry, and thy bed x 
Until that act of parliament be repealed, 
Whereby my fon is difinherited. 
The northern Lords, that have forfworn thy colours, 
Will follow mine, if once they fee them fpread : 
And fpread they (hall be, to thy foul difgrace, 
And utter ruin of the hbufe of York. 
Thus I do leave thee. Come, fon, let's away ; 
Our army's ready; come, we'll after them. 

AT. Jfr/iry. Stay, gentle Margaret, andlcv^t mtt^e&L. 
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Queen. TIiqu haft fpoke too much already ; get thee 

gone. 
K. Henry. Gentle fon Edward, thou wik ftay with me? 
Queen. Ay 9 to be murderM by his enemies— 
Prince. When I return with vicVry from the field, 
1*11 fee your Grace; till then I'll follow her. 

Queen. Come, fon, away ; we may not linger thtte. 

[Exeunt Queen and Prince* 
K. Henry. Poor Queen, how love to me and to her fon 
Hath made her breakT out into terms of rage! 
RevengM may fhe be on that hateful Duke, 
Whofe haughty fpirit, winged with defire, 
Will coaftf my crown; and, like, like an empty eagle, 
Tire on the flefh of me and of my fon ! 
The lofs of thofe three Lords torments my heart; 
I'll write unto them, and intreat them fair. 
Come, coufin, you (hall be the mefTenger. 
Exe. And, as I hope, mall reconcile them all. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. 

Changes to Sandal-cajlle> near tVakeJUld^ In York/hire* 

Enter Richard, Edward, and Montague. 

Rich. Brother, though I be youngeft, give me leave. 
Ediv. No ; I can better play the orator. 
Mont. But 1 have reafons ftrong and forcible. 

Enter the Duke of York. 

York. Why, how now, fons and brother, at a ftrife? 
What is your quarrel ? how began it firft ? 

Edw. No quarrel, but a fweet contention. 

York. About what? 

Rich. About that which concerns your Grace and us; 
The crown of Ervgland, father, which is yours. 

York. Mine, boy? not till King Henrv be dead. 

Rich. Your right depends not on his life or death. 

Ediv. Now you are heir, therefore enjoy it nowi 
By giving th' houfe of Lancafter leave to breathe, 
It will outrun you, father, in the end. 
Fori. I took aii oath that he (ho\M <\uktly reign. 

t i. c . Hotter ©vtt \t„ 
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JEtku* But for a kingdom any oath may be broken: 
Pd break atihoufand oaths to reign one year. 

Rich. No ; God forbid your Grace mould be forfworn! 

Tori. I fhall be, if I claim toy open war. 

RichrVYL prove the contrary, if you'll hear me fpeak. 

Ton:, Thou canfljiot, fon; it is impoffible. 

Rich. An oath is of no moment, being not took 
Before a true and lawful magiftrate, 
That hath authority o'er him that fwears. 
Henry hath none; but did ufurp the place. 
Then feeing 'twas he that made you to depofe, 
Your oath, my Lord, is vain and frivolous. 
Therefore to arms! and, father, do but think 
: How fweet a thing it is to wear a crown ; 
Within whofe circuit h Elyfium, 
And all that poets feign of blifs and joy. 
Why do we linger thus ? I cannot reft, 
Until the white rofe that I wear be dy'd 
Even in the lukewarm blood of Henry's heart. 

Tori. Richard, enough : I will be King or die. 
Brother thou (halt to London prefently. 
And whet on Warwick to this enterprife. 
Thou, Richard, fhak toth' Duke of Norfolk ^6, 
And tell him privily of our intent. 
You, Edward, fhall unto my Lord of Cobham, 
With whom the -Ken tifhrnen will willingly riie, 
In them I truft; for they are foldiers, 
Wealthy and courteous, liberal, full of fpiiit. 
While you are thus employ 'd, what refteth more 
But that I feek occaiion how to rife ; 
And yet the King not privy to my drift, 
Nor any of the houfe of Lancafler ? 

E#Ur Mejfwger. 

But flay, what news? why com' il thou in fuch pod? 

Meff. The Queen, with all the northern Earls and 
Intends here to : bef lege you in your cattle. [Lords, 

She is hard by with twenty thoufand men; 
And therefore fortify your hold, my Lord. 

T*&. Ay,— with my fword. What ! think'ft thou 
that we fear them ? 
• W^fmi0^^R^chmd, ycu fhall Ray with met 
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My brother Montague (hall poft to London. 
Let Noble Warwick, Cobham, and the reft, 
Whom we have left protectors of the King, 
With powerful policy flrengthen themfelves, 
And truft not fimple Henry nor his oaths, 

Mont, Brother, I go; I'll win them, fe arit not, 
And thus moft humbly I do take my leave. 

[ Exit Montague* 

Enter Sir John Mortimer and Sir Hugh Mortimer, 

York, Sir John and Sir Hugh Mortimer, mine uncles, 
You are come to Sandal in a happy hour. 
The army of the Queen means to befiege us. 

Sir John. She fhall not need, we'll meet her in the field* 

Tori. What, with five thoufand men? ' 

Rich, Ay, with five hundred, father, for a need. 
A woman's General ; what fhould we fear? 

[A march afar off. 

Edw. I hear their drums : let's fet our men in order, 
And Tflue forth, and bid them battle ftrait. 

Tori. Five men to twenty ! though the odds be great, 
I doubt not, uncle, of our victory. ■ 

Many a battle have I won in France, 
When as the enemy hath been ten to one: 
^iyhy mould I not now have the like fuccefs ! 

[Alarum. Exeunt. 

SCENE V. 

- Afield of battle betwixt Sandal-caftk and IVaiefield. 

Enter Rutland and his Tutor. 

Rut. Ah, whither fhall I fly to 'fcape their hands? 
Ah, Tutor, look where bloody Clifford comes.^ 

Enter Clifford, and Soldiers. 

Clif. Chaplain, away! thy priefthood faves thy life : 
As for the brat of this accurfed Duke, - > 
Whofe father flew my father, he fhall die. 

Tutor. And I, my Lord, will bear him company. 
^ Clif. Soldiers, away, and drag him hence perforce. 

Tutor. Ah, CUffordl m>aiA , ei^QX.\.\»&va\xQcent child, 
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Left thou be hated both of God and man. 

[Exit, dragged off. 
Cfif. How now? is he dead already? or is it fear 
[ That makes him clofe his eyes ? I'll open them. 

Rut. So looks the pent-up lion o'er the wretch 
.That trembles under his devouring paws; 
[And fo he walks infulting o'er his prey, 
[ And fo he comes to rend his limbs afunder. 
\ Ah, gentle Clifford! kill me with thy fword, 
And not with fuch a cruel threat'ning look. 
: Sweet Clifford, hear me fpeak before I die * 
1 am too mean a fubject of thy wrath ; 
Be thou reveng'd on men, and let me live. 

Clif. In vain thou fpeak'ft, poor boy: my father's 
blood 
Hath ftopt the paflage where thy words mould enter. 

Rut. Then let my father's blood open't again. 
He is a man, and, Clifford, cope with him. 

Cfif. Had I thy brethren here, their lives and thine 
| Were no.t revenge fufficient for me : 
[ No, if I digg'd up thy forefathers* graves, 
I And hung their rotten coffins up in chains, 
tit could not flake mine ire, nor eafe my heart. 
[The fight of any of the houfe of York 
lis as a fury to torment my foul: 
I And till I root out their accurfed line, 
[And leave not one alive, I live in helL 
\ Therefore ■ ■ 

Rut. O let mc patty before I take my death j 

[To thee I pray fweet Clifford, pity me. 

Clif. Such pity as my rapier's point affords. . 
Rut. I never did thee harm ; why wilt thou flay me ? 
Cfif. Thy father hath. 
Rut. But 'twas ere I was born. 
■Thou haft one fon, for his fake pity me ; 
[Left in revenge thereof (fith God is juft) 
"* i be as miferably flain as I. 

, let me live in prifon all my days; 
". when I give occafion of offence, 
i kfc ate die ; for now thou hall no caufe* 

IfocmifeJ + 
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Thy father flew my father, therefore die. 

IClif. Jlabs him. 

JRut. DiiJ 'octant laudit fumma Jit tjla tua f / \Bies. 

Clif. Plantagenet, I come, Plantagcnet ! 
And this thy ton's blood cleaving to my blade 
Shall ruft upon my weapon, till thy blood, 
Congeal'd with this, do make me wipe off both. [Exit. 

SCENE VI. 

Alarum. Enter Richard Duke of Tori. 

York. The army of the Queen hath got the field: 
My uncles both arc ffein in reTcuing me, 
And all my followers to the eager foe, 
Turn back, and fly like mips before the wind, 
Or lambs purfu'd by hunger-ftarved wolves. 
My fons, God knows what hath bechanced them : 
But this I know, they have demean'd themfelves. 
Like men born to renown, by life or death. 
Three times: did Richard make a lane to me, 
And thrice cry'd, Courage, father \ fight it out : 
And full as oft came Edward to my fide, 
With purple falchion painted to the hik 
In blood of thofe that had encounter'd him : 
And when the hardieil warriors did retire, 
Richard cry'd, Charge! and give no foot of ground* 
And cry'd, A crown* or elie a glorious tomb: 
A fceptre, or an earthly fepukhre. 
With this we charg'd again : but out ! alas* - 
We bodg'd again; as 1 have feen a fwan 
With bootlefs labour fwira agaisut the tide, 
And fpend her ftrcngth with over-matching waves. 

[Ajbort alarum within* 
Ah! hark, the fatal followers do purfue: 
And I am faint, and cannot fty their fury \ 
And were I ftroag, 1 would not fhun their fury. 
The fands are number'd that make up my Hfe; 
Here mull I (lay, and here ray life muii end. 

Enter the Queen* Clifford, Northumberland^ the Prince 
of Wales, and Soldiers. 

Q>me, bloody Clifford, roug\i^OTt\\\H^tW&v. 
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I dare your quenchlefs fury to more rage: 
1 am your butt, and I abide your (hot. 

North. Yield to our mercy, proud Piantagenet. 

CUf. Ay, to fuch mercy as his ruthlefs arm 
With downright payment fhew'd unto my father. 
Now Phaeton hath tumbled from his car, 
And made an evening at the noon-tide prick. 

Tork. My afhes, as the phoenix, may bring forth 
A bird that will revenge upon you all: 
And in that hope I throw mine eyes to heav'n, 
Scorning whate'er you can afflict me with. 
Why come you not? what! multitudes and fear? 

CUf. So cowards fight when they can fly no farther; 
So doves do peck the falcon's piercing talons; 
So defp'rate thieves, all hopelefs of their lives, 
Breathe out invectives 'gaiqft the officers. 

Tork. Oh, Clifford, but bethink thee once again, 
And in thy thought o'er-run my former time ; 
And, if thou can ft for blufhing, view this face, 
And bke thy tongue that (landers him with cowardice, 
Whofe frown had made thee faint and fly ere this. 

Clif. I will not bandy with thee word for word, 
But buckle with' thee blows twice two for one. 

§>ueen. Hold, valiant Clifford; for a thoufand caufes 
I would prolong a while the traitor's life: 
Wrath makes him deaf. Speak thou, Northumberland* 

North,. Hold, Clifford; do not honour him fornuch, 
To prick thy finger, though to wound his heart, 
What valour were it, when a cur doth grin, 
For one to thruil his hand between his teeth, ' 
When he. might fpurn him with his foot away ?• 
„ k is war's praife to take all 'vantages; 
And ten to one is no impeach of valour. 

Clif. Ay, ay j fo drives the woodcock with the gun 

North. So doth- the coney ftrdggle in the net. 

[/« the Jiruggle Tork is taken prif oner. 

Tork. So triumph thieves upon their conquer 'd booty; 
So true men yield with robbers fo o'er-match'd. 

North. What would your Grace have done unto him 
now? 

$M*m brave warriors, Clifford arid'NorthumbeAfcxA* 
f Ccmc make him /land upon this mole-hfll tere, 
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That raught at mountains with outftretehed arms, 

Yet parted but the (hadow with bis hand. 

What! was it you that would be Ecigla-nd'a ]Kijig& 

Was't you that revell'd in our parliament, 

And made a preachment of your. High dtfcent? 

Where are your mefs of fong to back you now* 

The wanton Edward, and the lufty George ? 

And where's that valiant crook-back 'd prodigy,/ 

Dicky your boy, that with his grumbling voice 

Was wont to cheer his dad in mutinies? 

Or, with the reft, where is your darling Rutland? 

Look, York; I ftain'd this napkin wkh the blood 

That valiant Clifford with hi* rapier'ft point 

Made iflue from the boibrn of the boy ; 

And if thine eyes can water for his death, „ 

I give thee this* to dry thy cheeks withal. 

Alas! poor York; but that I hate thee deadly, 

X fhould lament thy miserable (late. 

I pr'ythee, grieve, to make me merry, York* 

What, hath thy fiery heart fo parch'd thine intraHs*. 

That not a tear can fall for Rutland's death ? 

Why art thou patient, man? thou (howld'ft be mad; 

And I, to make thee mad, do mock thee thus. 

Stamp, rave, and fret, that I may fing and dance. 

Thou would'ft be fee'e), 1 fee, to make me fport, 

York cannot (peak, unlefs he wear a crown. 

$. crown for York-' — ^aud, Lords, bow low. to him;. 

Hold you feis ltfnde, whilft I do fet it on. 

[Putting a pctper-cro<w*(m his htai 
Ay, marry, Sir, now looks, he like a King. 
Ay, this is fye that took King Henry's chair;. 
And this is he was his adopted heir. 
But how is it that gr$at Plantagenet 
Is ci own' d fa fioon, andbroke hi& folemn oath? 
As I bethink me, ypu fhouldnot be Kipg, 
Till our King Henry had (hook hands with death*. 
Apd wiU you pale your head in Henry's gtoryy 
And rob his temples of the diadem, 
J^pw in his life, againft your holy oath ? 
Oh, 'tis a fault too too unpardonable. 
Qg with t^ crown, a*4 ^0> i&& WW hia head ; 
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CRf. That k myoffce, far my fathers fajte. 
§hiccn. Nay, ftay , let's hear th* orilons Ik make*. 
2Vi. She-wolf of France, but worfe than wolves of 

France, 
tiofe tongue more poifoqs than the adder's tooth! 
| How ill befoemiag k kin thy fex 
To triumph, like an A«W9PiaB trulj, 
I Upon t^eir woes whom fortune captivates? 
I But that thy face js, vj*ard-lil*e, upchanging, 
[Made impudent with ufe of evil deeds, ^ 
|l would affay, proud Qujeen, to make thee blufh* 
§To tell thee whence thou caip'ft* of whom deriv'd, 
IWere fhame enough to fhame thee, wert thou not fhame- 
EThy father bears the type of King of Naples, [Ma> 

1 0f both the Sicily and Jerufalem, 
\ Yet not fo wealthy as an Engiifli yeoman, 
m Hath that poor monarch taught thee to infult ? 
I It needs not, nor it feoots thee not, proud Queen, 
: Unlefs the adage mud be verify 'd, 
t u That beggars mounted run their horfc to death.** 
ft *Tis beauty that doth oft make women proud) 
\ But God be knows thy fhare thereof is fmali. 
| *Tis virtue that doth make them moil admir'd; 
j The contrary doth make thee wonder' d at, 
i 'Jis government that mafcss them feem divine (. 
j The want thereof makes thee abominable. 
Thou art as opposite to every good, 
As the antipodes are unto us, 
Or as tl>e fouth to the feptentnon. 
Oh, tygei's heart wrapt in a woman's bidet 
How couldft thou drain the life-blood of the child* 
To bid the father wipe Ms eyes withal, 
A^d yet be feen \q wear a woman's face ? 
Women arefoft, mild, pitiful, and flexible; 
Thou Hern, obdurate, flinty, remgh, remorfelefs. 
Bidft thou me rage? why, now thou haft thy wifh. 
Would' ft have me weep ? why, now thou haft thy wihV 
For raging wind blows up incefiant fhow'rs, 
And when the rage allays, the rain begins. 
' : tear? are ffcy fweet Rutland's obfequies; 
r* rj drop cne? vengeance for his deaih, 
tJta*P iSUfadj. And thee, fa]fe Jre^tyw^fc* 

North* 
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North. Befhrew me, but his paffions move me fo, 
That hardly can I check mine eyes from tears. 

Tori. That face of his the hungry canibals 
Would hot have touch'd, would not have ftain'd witV 
But you are more inhumane, more inexorable, [blood: 
Oh ten times more, than tygers of Hyrcania. 
See ruthlefs Queen, a haplefs father's tears. 
This cloth thou dipp'dft in blood of my fweet boy, 
And 1 with tears da warn the blood away. 
Keep thou the napkin, and go boaft of this: 
And if thou tell'ft the heavy ftory right, 
Upon my foul the hearers will fhed tears ; 
And fay, " Alas, it was a piteous deed!" 
There, take the crown, and with the crown my curfe : 
And in thy need fuch comfort come to thee, 
As now I reap at thy too cruel hand! 
Hard-hearted Clifford, take me from the world. 
My foul to heaven, my blood" upon )%>ur heads. 

North. Had he been flaughter-man to all my kin* 
I mould not for my life but weep with him, 
To fee how inly forrow gripes his foul. 

Queen. What, weeping-ripe, my Lord Northumber- 
Think but upon the wrong he did us all, ' [land?' 

And that will quickly dry thy melting tears. 

Cif. Here's for my oath, here's for my father's death. 

[Stabbing him. 

Queen. And' here's to right our gentle-hearted King., 

[Stabs htm aljb. 

Tori. Open thy gate of mercy, gracious God ! 
My foul flies thrbughthefe wounds to feek out thee. 

[Dies. 

Queen. Off with his head, and fet it on York gates; 
So York may overlook the town of York. [Exeunt. 

ACT IL SCENE L 

Near Mortimer's crofs in Wales. 
A march. . Enter Edward, Richard, and their power. 

Edw. JL Wonder how our princely father 'fcap'd-; 
Or whether he be 'fcap'd away, or tk>^ 
From Clifford's arid NorthumbtiUtv^ y«toafc.\ 
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Had he beer* ta'en* we mould have, heard the news.; 
Had he been {lain, we (hould have heard the oews ; 
Or had he 'fcap'oV methinks* we {hould have heard 
> The happy tidings of his good efcape. 
How fares my brother? why is he fo fad? 
Rich, £ cannot joy, until I be refolv'd 
Where our right-valiant father is become. 
I (aw him in the battle range about j 
And watch'd him, how he tingled Clifford fortb* 
Methought he bore him in the thickeft troop, 
As doth a lion. in a herd of neat; 
Or as a bear tncompafs'd round with dogs, 
Who having pinch'd a few, and made them cry, 
The reft ftand all aloof, aad bark at him. 
So far'd our father with his enemies, 
So fled his enemies my warlike father. 
Methiaks 'tis pride enough to be his fon. 
See how the morning opes her golden gates, 
And takes her farewcU of the glorious fun. 
How weU refembles it the prime of youth, 
Trimm'd like a younker prancing to hia love ? 

Edw. Dazzle mine eyes? or do I fee three funs? 

Rich. Three glorious funs, each one a perfect fun \ 
Not feparated with the racking clouds, 
Butfever'd in a pale clear-foinjng fky. 
See, fee, they join, embrace, and feem to kifa* 
As if they vow'd fome league inviolable. 
Now are they but one lamp, one tight, one fun. 
In this the heaven figures tome event. 

Ed*w. 'Tis wondrous ftrange, the lite yet never heard 
I think it cites us, brother, to the field j £of V 

That we, the, fons of brave Plantagenet, 
Each one already blazing, by our meeds, 
Should, notwith (landing, join our lights together, 
And overfhine the earth, as this the world. 
Whate'er it bodes, henceforward will I bear 
Upon my target three fair fhining funs* 

Rkh. Nay, hear three daughters:-^- by your leave I 
You love the breeder better than the male. [fpeak it* 




Enter a Mejjenger* 
artthQUt whok heavy looks fotet A 
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Some dreadful ftory hanging on thy tongue ? 1 

Meffl Ah ! one that wa3 a woful looker on, ^ 

When as the Noble Duke of York was (lain, 
Your princely father, and my loving Lord. ' 

Ediv. Oh, fpeak no more ! for I have heard too mucte. 

Rich. Say how he dy'd; for 1 wfll hear it aH. 

Mcjf. Invironed he was with many foes, 
And flood againft them as the hope of Troy 
Again ft the Greeks that would have entered Troy* 
But Hercules himfelf muft yield to odds ; 
And many ftrokes, though with a little ax, 
Hew down and fell the hardeft-timber'd oak, 
By many hands your father was fubdu'd> 
But only flaughterM by the ireful arm . 
Of unrelenting Clifford and the Queen ; 
Who crown'd the gracious Duke in high defpfght s 
Laugh'd in his face ; and, when with grief he wept, 
The ruthlefs Queen gave him, to dry his cheek, 
A napkin fleeped in the barmlefs blood 
Of fweet young Rutland, by rough Clifford flainr 
And, after many fcorns, many foul taunts, 
They took his head, and on the gates of York 
They fet the fame ; and there 1 it doth remain 
The faddeft fpe&acle that e'er I view'd. 

Ed<w. Sweet Duke of York, our prop to lean upon? 
Now thou art gone, we have no ftaff, no flay. 
Oh Clifford, boift'rous Clifford! thou hafl (lain 
The flower of Europe for his chivalry. 
And treacheroufly hafl thou vanquifh'd him ; 
For, hand to hand, he would have vanquifh'd thee*. 
Now my foul's palace is become a prifon : 
Ah, would fhe break from hence, that this my bod^ 
Might in the ground be clofed up in reft ! 
For never henceforth fhall I joy again, 
Never, oh never, (hall I fee more joy. 

Rich. I cannot weep: for all my body's moifture 
Scarce ferves to quench my furnace-burning heart : 
Nor can my tongue unload my heart's great burden t 
For th* felf-fame wind that I mould fpeak withal, 
Is kindling coals that fire up all my breaft ; 
Ajid burn me up with flames, that tears would quench. 
To weep, Is to make lefs the depth oi £a«£ % . 
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^f ears then for babes ; blows and revenge for me ! 
tichard, I bear thy name ; I'll 'venge thy death, 
)r die renowned by attempting it. 

Ediv. His name that valiant Duke hath left with thee : 
lis dukedom and his chair with me is left. 

Rich. Nay, if thou be that princely eagle's bird, 
Ihew thy defcent, by gazing 'gainft the fun: 
'or chair and dukedom, throne and kingdom, fay, 
Either they're thine, or elfe thou wert not his. 

SCENE II. 

March* Enter Warwick, Marquis of Montague, and 
their army. 

(War. How now, fair Lords? what fare? what news 
abroad? . 

Rich. Great Lord of Warwick, if we mould recount 
Our baleful news, and at each word's deliv'rance 
Stab poniards in our flefh till all we're told, 
The words would add more anguifh than the wounds. 

valiant Lord, the Duke of York is (lain. 
Ediv. O Warwick ! Warwick ! that Plantagenet 

Which held thee dearly as his foul's redemption, 
Is by the ftern Lord Clifford done to death. 
War. Ten days ago I drown'd thefe news in tears ; 
I And now, to add m6re meafure to your woes, 
' I come to tell you things fith then befall'n. 
After the bloody fray at Wakefield fought, 
Where your brave father breath'd his larjefl. gafp, 
Tidings, as fwiftly as the poll could run, 
Were brought me of your lofs and his depart. 

1 then in London, keeper of the King, 
Mufterid my foldiers, gather'd flocks of friends, 

! March'd towards St. Alban's t'intercept the Queen, 

f Bearing the King in my behalf along : 

s For by my fcouts I was advertifed 

1 That (he was coming, with a full intent 

I To dafti our late decree in parliament, 

I Touching King Henry's oath, and your fucceffion. 

I Short tale to make, we at St. Alban's met, 

I Our battles join'd, and both fides fiercely fought. 

[But whether 'twas the coldnds of the King, 
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Who lookM full gently on his warlike Queen, . ^ 

That robb'd my foldiers of their hated (pleen ; jg 

Or whether 'twas report of her fuccefs, * jjr 

Or more than common fear of 'Clifford's rigour, J 

Who thunders to his fcaptives blood and death: .'& 

I cannot judge: but to conclude with truth, ^ 

Their weapons, like to lightning, came and went; ' ^ 

Our foldiers, like the night-owl's lazy flight, \ % 

Or like a lazy threfher with a flail, \f_ 

Fell gent^r down, as if they ftruck their friends. 'i 

I cheer'd them up with juftice of our caufe, .* 

With promife of high pay and great reward. % 

But all in vain: they had no heart "to fight; 
And we, in them, no. hope to win the day : 
So that we fled; the King, unto the Queen ; 
Lord George your brother, Norfolk, and myfelf, 
In hafte, poft-hafte, are come to join with you : 
For in the marches here we heard you were, 
Making another head to fight again. 

Edw. Where is the Duke of Norfolk, gentle Warwick I 
And when came George from Burgundy to England ? 

War, Some fix miles off the Duke is with his power ; « 
And for- your brother, he was lately fent 
From your kind aunt, Dutchefs of Burgundy, 
Wkh aid of foldiers to this needful war. 

Rich. 'Twas odds belike, when valiant Warwick fled; 
Oft have I heard his praifes in purfuit, 
But ne'er, till now, his fcandal of retire. 

War. Nor «ow my fcandal, Richard, dofl thou hear : 
'for thou (halt know, this ftrong right hand of mine 
Can pluck the diadem from faint Henry's head, 
And wring the awful fceptre from his fill ; 
Were he as famous and as bold in war, 
As he is fam'd for mildnefs, peace, and prayer. 

Rich. 1 know it well, Lord Warwick; blame me not; 
'Tis love I bear thy glories makes me fpeak. 
But in this troublous time what's to be done? 
Shall we go throw away our coats of fteel, 
And wrap our bodies in black mourmn,g-gowns, 
Numb "ring our Ave Maries with our beads? 
Or (hall we on the helmets of our foes 
Tell our devotion with revengeful 2irnv% ? , 
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ffforthelaft, fay, Ay; and to it, Lords. 

War. Why, therefore Warwick came to feek you out : 
And therefore comes my brother Montague. I . • 
Attend me, Lords: the proud infulting Queen, 
With Clifford, and the haught Northumberland, •' i' 
And of their feather many more proud birds, 
Have wrought the eafy-melting King, like wail, 
fie fwore confent to your fucceffion, 
His oath inrolled in the parliament : 
And now to London all the crew are gone, 
To fruftrate both his oath, and what befide 
May make againft the houfe of Lancafter. 
Their power, I think, is thirty thoufend ftrong: 
Now, if the help of Norfolk and myfelf, 
With all the friends that thou, brave Earl of March, 
Amongft the loving Welchmen can ft procure, 
Will but amount to five and twenty thou fand; 
Why, via! to London will we march amain; 
And once again beftride our foammg deeds, 
And once again cry, C targe upon our foes!— — 
But never once again toV back and ft}* 

Rich. Ay, now methinks I hear great Warwick fpeak : 
Ke'er may he live to fee a fun4hine day, 
That cries, Retire, — if Warwick bid him (lay. 

Ed*w. Lor4 Warwick, on thy moulder will I lean* 
And when thou fail'ft, (as God forbid the hour!) 
Muft Edward fall ; which peril heav'n forefend ! * 

War. No longer Earl of March, but Duke of Yoritj 
The next degree is England's royal throne : * '♦ 

^Jb* King of England malt thou be proclaimed 
In ev'ry borough as we pafs along : 
And he that throws not up his cap for joy* 
Shall for the fault make forfeit of his head* 
*Eing Edward, valiant Richard, Montague, 
Stay we no longer, dreaming of renown ; . 
But found the trumpets, and about our ta/k. . , 

Rich. Then, Clifford, were thy heart as hard as ft.ee!, 
As thou haft fhewn it flinty by thy deeds, . 
I come to pierce it, of to gift thee mine. 

Edtv. Then ftrike up, drams * God aikLSt* George 
for us! 
V- K . Enter 
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Eater a Mfie/enger. 
War. How now? what news? 
Mef TfceDdteof NorfUk fends yon word by me, 
The Qaeen is coming with * waflant hoft, 
And craves your company far fpeed? counsel. 

/ftr. Why then it forts; brave warriors, let's away. 

£ Exeunt mum*. 

SCENE III. Changes to Tort. 

Enter Kmg Henry, the ^ueen, Clifford, Northundkrhnit 
and the Prince of Wales 9 with drums and trumpefs. 

Queen. Wefeome,inyIjord^tathk brave town of York. 
Yonder** the head of that arch-enemy 
That fought to be mcomprnVd with your crown. 
Doth not the object cheer your heart, my Lord? 

K. Henry. Ay, as the rocks cheer them that fear their 
To fee this fight, it frits my very foul: [wreck; 

Wkh-hold revenge, dear God; 'tis not my fault, 
Nor wittingly have I infring'd my vow* 

Cftf. \Hy gracious Liege, this too much lenity 
And harmful pity muff, he laid afide. 
To whom do lions caft their gentle looks ? 
Not to the beaft that would ufurp their den, 
Whofe hand is that the foreft-bear doth lick? 
Not his that fpous her young before her face. 
Who 'fcapes the lurking ferpent's mortal fling? 
Not he that fets his foot upon her back. 
The (mailed worm will turn, being trodden on, 
And doves will peck in fafeguard of their brood. 
Ambitious York did level at thy crown, 
Thou {miling while he knit his angry browse- 
He but a puke, would have his fon a King, 
And radfc his hTue like a loving fire; 
Thou being a King, bkfs'd with a goodly foo, 
Didft yield confent to difinherit him; 
Which argu'd thee a moft unloving father. 
Unrcatonablc creatures feed their young ; 
And tho' man's face be fearfu\ to tan *j^ 
¥et, in protection of tiwi* teudet oxk*, 
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Who hath not feen them (even with thofe wines 

Which fometimes they have us'd with fearful flight) 

Hake war with him that climb 'd unto their neft, - 

Offering their own lives in their young'* defence! 

For mame, my 2Jegc t make them your precedent* 

Were it not pity, that this goodly boy 

Should lofe his birthright by his father's fault; 

And long'liereafter fay unto his child, 

What my great-grandfather and grandfire got, 

Mf carelefs lather fondly gave away? 

Ah, what a mame was thui look on the boyy 

And let his manly face, which promifcth 

Successful fortune, fteel thy melting heart 

To hold thine own, and leave thine own to him. 

K. Henry. Full well* hath Clifford pby'd the otator, 
Inferring arguments of mighty force. 
But, Chfford, tell me, didft thou never hear, 
That things ill-got had ever bad fucceft? 
Aftd happy always was it for that foil, 
Whofc father for his hoarding went to heU? 
lU leave my fon mywtttour deeds behind % 
And 'would my father had left me no more! 
For all the reft is held at fuch a rate* 
As brings a thoufand-fold more care to keep*- 
Than- io pofleffion any jot of pfeaf ure; 
Ah, coufin York, 'would* thy heft, friends did know * 
How it doth? grieve me that thy bead is here ! 

Quern* My Lord, cheer up your fpirits, our foes are 
nigh, 
And this foft courage makes your followers faint. 
Tou promised knighthood to our forward fon; 
Unfheath your fword, and dub him prefently. 
Edward, kneel down. 

K. Henry. Edward Plantagenet, arife a Knight; 
And learn this lefTon, Draw thy fword in right. 

Prince. My gracious father, by your kingly leave r 
PI1 draw it as apparent to the crown, > ,' v 
And in that quarrel ufe it to the: death. 

C&f. Why, that is fppken Hkea tow*r4 princev 
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For, with a band of thirty thoufand men* 5 

Com$s Warwick, backing of the Duke of Yorkt 
And in the towns, as they do march along,, 
Proclaim* him King; and many fly to him. 
Darraign, your battle, for they are at hand. 

Clif. I would your Highnefs would depart the field: 
The Queen hath bell fuccefs when you are abfent. 

Queen. Ay, good my Lord, and leave us to our fortune* 
K. Henry. Why, that's my fortune too; therefore I*B 
North, fie it with refoiubon thea to Bght, . £Aiqf% 
Prince. My Roy air father, cheer thefe Noble Lords* 
And hearten thofe that ight in your defence: 
Unfheath your {word, good father; cry, Si. Geirgci* 

SCENE IV. 

March. EqUr Edwqrd x Warimck* Richard, Qhrence^ 

Norfolk, Montague, qn,tf $oldiers. 

Ediv. Now, perjttr'd Henry, wik thou kneel for gWK** 
And fet thy diadem upon my head, 
Or bide the mortal fortune of the fields 

Queen. Go rate thy minions, proud tnfuking boy< 
Becomes it thee to be thus bold' in terms 
Before thy Sovereign ajnd thy lawful Ring ? 

Ed<w. I am hk King, and he mould bow his knees 
I wass adopted heir by his confeat ; 
Since when* his oath is broke; for, as I hear,. 
You that are Kieg v though he do wear the crowa* 
Have caus'd him by new ac~fc of parliament 
To blot out me, and put his owuvfon in, 

Clif. Andrea&n too; 
Who mould fucceed the father feat the fen? 

Rich. Are you there, butcher ? O! I cannot fpeafe, 

CBf. Ay, crook-back, her** ftsnd ta anfwer thee, 
Or any he the pro tide ft of thy fort. 

Rich. *Twa& you that kiU'd young Rutland, wasit pot i 

Clif. Ay, and old York, and yet not fatisfyM. 

Rich. For God^s fake, Lords, give fignal to the fight. 

War. What fay'ft thou, Henry, wilt thou yield the 
crown ? 

Queen. Why, how now, iong-tongu'd Warwick, dare 
When you and I met at SU M»»:*\a&> \^^? 
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Your legs did better fervice than your hands. 

War. Then 'twas my turn to fly, and now 'tis thine. 

CBf. You (aid fo much before, and yet you fled. 

War. 'Twas not your valour, Clifford, drove me thenc* 

North. No, nor your manhood that durft make you 
flay. 

Rub. Northumberland, I hold thee reverently.— 
Break off the parly, for fcarce I can refrain 
9 The execution of my big-fwoln heart 
i Upon that Clifford, that cruel child-kiUer. 

CBf. I flew thy father, call' ft thou him a child ? 

Rich. Ay, like a daftardand a treacherous coward, 
As thou didft kill our tender brother Rutland: 
But ere fun-fet I'll make thee curfe the deed. 

K. Henry? Have done with words, m jt Lord*, and 
hearmefpeak. 

Queen. Defy, them then, o* elfr hold clofe thy lips* 

K. Henry*, I pr'ythee give no limits to my tongue^ 
lama Kiirg, andprivileg'dtofpcak. 

Clif. My Liege, the wound that bred this meeting here, 
Cannot be curM by words; therefore be- ftiU. ■• 

Rich. Then, executioner,, uniheath thy fword. 
By him that made us all, I am refolv'd 
That Clifford's manhood lies upon his tongue. 

Edzu. Say, Henry, fhall I have my right or no? 
A thoufand- men. have broke their falls to-day,, 
That ne'er fliall dine unlets thou yield the crown. 

War. if thou deny, their blood upon thy. head! 
For York in juftice puts his armour on* 

Prince. If that be right which. Warwick fays is rights 
There is no wrong, but every thing is- right. 

Rich. Whoever got thee, there thy mother {lands, ; 
For well I wot thou haft thy. mother'* tongue. 

Queen*. But thou art neither like thy ike nor danv 
But like a foul mif-fhapen fligmatic, 
t 1 Mark'd by the deftinies to be avoided, 

As venomous toads, or lizards' dreadful flings*- 

Rich. Iron of Naples hid with »Englifh gilt,. 
'Whole father. bears the title of. a King, 
(A> if a channel fhould be calTd the Tea, ) 
*Iham'&<tb*w not, knowing whence thou art atoau^atV 
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To let thy tongue detect thy bafe-born heart? 

Edw. A wilp of it raw were worth a thoufand crowns* 
To make this fliamelefs callat know herfelf. 
Helen of Greece was fairer fer than thou, 
Altho' thy hufband may be Menelaus : 
And ne'er was Agamemnon's brother wrongM 
By that falfe woman, as this King by thee. 
His father reveli'd in the heart of France, 
And tam'd the King, and made the Dauphin ftoops 
And had he match'd according to his ftate, 
He might have kept that glory to this day. 
But when he took a beggar to his bed, 
And grac'd thy poor fire with his bridal-day, 
Even then that fun-ftiine brew'd a fhow'r for him*. 
That wafh'-d«%is fathers fortunes forth of France, 
And heap'd fedition on his crown at home. 
For what hath broach *d this tumult, but thy pride? 4 
Had'ft thou been meek, our title ftill had ftept ; 
And we, in pity of the gentle King, 
Had flipt our clarni untiF another age. 

Cla, But when wefaw our fun-mine made thy fprihg* 
And that thy furamer bred' us no increafe, 
We fet the ax to thy ufurping root ; 
And though the edge hath fomething bit ourfetves^ 
Yet know thou, force we have begun to ftrike> 
We'll never leave till we have hewn thee down, 
Or bathM thy growing with our heated bloods. 

Edw* Afid in this refolution I defy thee; 
Not willing any longer conference, 
Since thou.deny'ft the gentle King to fpcak; 
Sound trumpets, let our bloody colours wave* 
Awl dther vi&oryV or eHe a grave. 

Queen. Stay, Edward . w . 

Edtu. No, wrangling woman, we'll no longer ftay$ 
Thcfe words will coft ten thoufand lives this day. 

[Exeunt omneu 

SCENE V. 
Change* to afield of battle at Ferrybridge tn Tori/hire. 
Alarum. Excwrfons* Enter Warwick. 
War. Fore-fpentwitkto^a*t\^ ^ 
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I lay me dawn ft little- while to breath* : 
For ftrokes reeeiv'd, and many blows repaid, 
Have robb'd ray (bong-knit fiaews of their ftrcngth;. 
And, fpight of fpight, needs mu& I reft a while* 

Enter Edixiard running* 

Edtv. Souk, gentle HeaVn t or ftrike, ungentle Death! 
For this- world frowns, and Edward's fun is clouded. 
War. How now, my Loid, what hap? what hope 
of good? 

Enter Clarence. 

Cta. Our hap k lofs, our hope but iad defpair; 
Our ranks are broke, and ruin follows us. 
What counfel give you? whither (hall we By ? 

Edw. Bootlefs is flight; they follow us with wings, 
And weak we afe, and cannot ftuin purfiut. 

Enter Richard.. 

Rich. Ah, Warwick* why haft thou withdrawn thy- 
felf? 
Thy brother's f blood the thirfty earth hath drunk, 
Broach M with the fteely point of Clifford's lance: 
And in the very pangs, of death he cry'd. 
(Like to a difmal clangor heard from far,)* 
Warwick, revenge; brother, revenge my death. 
So underneath the belly of their fteeds, » 

That ftain'd their fetlocks in his fraoking blood. 
The Noble Gentleman gave up the ghoft. 

War. Then let the earth be drunken with our blood; 
I'll kill my horfe, becaufe I will not fly 1 
Why ftand we like foft-hearted women here, 
Wailing our lofTes, whiles the \ foe doth rage j 
And look upon, as if the tragedy 
Were play'd in jeft by counterfeiting adorai 
Here on ray knee, I vow to God above, 
M never paufe again, never ftand ftill, 
Till either death hath clos'd thefe eyes of mine, 
Or Fortune given me meafure of revenge. 

EAt§. O Warwick, 1 do bend my knee with thine, 

. r\xA 

f *" fnfcwm not the Marquis of Montague who w*% fata Va, Cw» 
*-**- hot m asttml brother of the Earl ©i Warwick. 
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And in this vow db chain my foul with thine. 

And ere my knee rife from the earth's cold face*. 

I throw my hands, mine eyes, my heart to thee, 

Thou fetter up and plucker down of Kings ! \ 

Befeeching thee, if with thy will it Hands ' 

That to my foes this body muft be prey, 

Yet that thy brazen gates of heav'n may ope, 

And give fweet paflage to my finful foul!—— — 

Now, Lords, take leave until we meet again, 

Where-e'er it be, in heav'n or on earth. 

Rich. Brother, give me thy hand; and, gentle War- 
Let me embrace thee m my weary arms: [wick, 
1 that did never weep, now melt with woe, 
That winter mould cut off our fpring-time fa* 

War. Away, away : once more, fweet Lords, farewell 

Ola. Yet let us all together to our troops ; 
And give thenr leave to fly that will not ftay, . 
And call them pillars that ivill ftand to U3 ; 
And if we thrive, promife them fuch rewards,. 
As victors wear at the Olympian games. 
This may plant courage in their quailing breads,. 
For yet is hope of life and victory ; 
Fore-flew no longer, make we hence, amain; ' [ExtunU 

Excutftons* Enter Richard and Clifford. 

Rich. Now, Clifford, I have fingled thee alone; 
Suppofe this arm is for the Duke of York, 
And this for Rutland, both bound to revenge, 
Wert thou in vironM with a brazen wall. 

Cliff. Now, Richard, 1 am with thee here alone* 
This is the hand that ftabb'd thy father York, 
And this the hand that flew thy brother Rutland^ 
And here's the heart that triumphs in their death, - 
And cheers thefe hands that (few thy fire and brother*. 
To execute the Kke upon thyfelf; 
And fo have at thee. 

Theyjight. Warwick enters, Clifford jlics. 

Rich. Nay, Warwick, (ingle out fome other chaee^. 
Fer J mfSclf will hunt this wolf to death. [Ex&unt; 
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SCENE VI. Alarum. Enter King Henry alone. 

K. Henry. This battle. fares like to the morning's* war* 
When dying clouds contend with growing light; 
What time the fhepherd, blowing of his nails, 
Can neither call it perfect day nor night. 
Now fways it this way, like a mighty fea 
Forc'd by^the tide to combat with the wind; 
Now fways it that way, like the felf-fame fea 
Forc'4 to retire by fury of the wind. 
Sometime the flood prevails, and then the wind* 
Now one the better, then another bed- ; 
Both tugging to be victors, breaft to breaft* 
Yet neither conqueror nor conquered; 
So is the equal poife of thi3 fell war. 
Here on this mole-hill will I fet me down t 
To whom God will, there be the victory ! 
For Margaret my Queen, and Clifford too, 
Have chid me from the bajtfe ; fwearing both* 
They profper.beft of all when 1 am thence. 
Would I were <tead, if God's good- will were fo :. 
For what is in thjs world but grief and. woe I i 

1 God! methinks it were a happy life 

* To be no better than a homely fwain ; 
' To fit upon, a hill, as I do.now, 

* To carve out dials queintly , point by point. 

* Thereby to fee the minutes, ho/w they run; 
4 How many make the hour full complete, 
4 How many hours bring about the day, 
4 How many cfoy* will jinifli up the year, 
4 How many years f mortal, man may Hue. 
1 When this is known, then to divide the time $ 
4 So- many hours, muft I tend my flock, 

1 ' So. many hours muft I, take my reft,, 

* So many hours mufl 1 contemplate, 

* So many hours muft I fport myfelf ; 

* So many days my ewes have been with young* 
1 So many weeks ere the poor fools will yean, 

* Sq many months er,e I (hall, (hear the. fleece: 
4 Sp minutes, hours, days, weeks, months, and years* 

* Paft over, to the end they were created, 
^WHjjftbwg white hairs unto a quiet grave J 
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Ah ! What a life were this ! how fweet, how lovely ! 

Gives not the hawthorn bufh a fweeter fhade 

To fhepherds looking on their filly ftieep, 

Than doth a rich embroider'd canopy 

To Kings, that fear their fubjefts' treachery I 

O yes, it doth; a thoufand-fold it doth. 

And 9 to conclude, the (hepherd's homely curds* 

His cold thin drink out of his leather bottle, 

His wonted fleep under a frefh tree's /hade, 

All which fecure and fweetty he enjoys, "' 

Is far beyond a prince's delfcates, 

His viands fparkling in a golden cup. 

His body couched in a curious bed', 

When care, miftruft, and treafo&s wait on him. 

SCENE V1L 

Alarum. Enter a Son that had kiWd bis Father* 

Son. HI blows the wind that profits no body.- 
This man, whom hand to hand I (lew m fight, 
May be poffefled with fome ftore of crowns; 
And I that haply take them from him now, 
May yet, ere night, yield both my life and then* 
To fome man elfe, as this dead man to me* 
W ho's this ? oh God ! it is my father's face, 
Whom in this conflict I un' wares have kill'di 
Oh heavy times, begetting fuch events ! ' 
From London by the King was I prefs'd forth ; 
My father, being the Earl of Warwick's man* 
Came on the part of York, prefs'd by his matter; 
And I, who at his hands recei? 'd my Hfe, 
Have by my hands of life bereaved him. 
Pardon me, God, I knew not what I did; 
And pardon, father, for I knew not thee. 
My tears (hall wipe away thefe bloody marks : 
And no more words till they have flowM their filT. 

K. Henry. O piteous fpecTacle!" O bloody times? 
Whiles lions war and battle for their dens, 
Poor harmlefa lambs abide their enmity. 
Weep* wretched man, I'il aid thee tear for tear; 
And let our hearts and eyes, like civil war, 
Be blind with tears, and break o^tdnac^^ *m\k ^Vsfc 

la 
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Enter a Father, bearing his /on, 

Fatb. Thou that fo ftoutly haft refifted me. 
Give me thy gold, if thou haft any gold ; 
For I have bought it with- an hundred blows. 
But let me fee. Is this our foe-man's face ? 
Ah, no, no, no, it iV my only fon ! 
Ah, boy, if any life be left in thee, 
Throw up thine eyes; fee, fee, what mowers arife, 
Blown with the windy tempeft of my heart 
Upon thy wounds, that kill mine eye and heart* 
pity, God, this miferable age ! 
What ftratagems, how fell, how butcherly, 
Erroneous, mutinous, and unnatural, 
1 This deadly quarrel daily doth beget ! 
boy ! thy father gave thee life too foon, 
And hath bereft thee of thy life too late. 

K. Henry* Woe above woe, grief more than common 
grief-, 
that my death Vould flay thefe rueful deeds ! 
O pity, pity, gentle heaven, pity ! 
The red rofe and the white are on his face, 
The fatal colours of our ftrrving houfes. 
The one his purple blood right well lefembles, 
The other his pale cheek, methinks, prefenteth. 
Wither one rofe, and let the other flourim ! 
If you contend, a thoufand lives muft wither. 

Son. How will my mother, for a father's death, 
Take on with me, and ne'er be fatisfy'd! 

Fath. How will my wife, for {laughter of my fon, 
Shed feas of tears, and ne'er be fatisfy'd ! 

K. Henry. How will the country, for thefe woful 
Mif-thinkthe King, and not be fatisfy'd! [chances, 

Son. Was ever fon fo ru'tl a father's death ! 

Fath. Was ever father fo bemoan'd his fon ! 

K. Henry. Was ever King fo grtev'd for fubje&s' woe ! 
Much is your forrow, mine ten times fo much. 

Son. I'll bear thee hence, where I may weep my fill. 

Fath. Thefe arms of mine (hall be thy winding-meet, 
My heart, fweet boy, /hall be thy fepulchre; 
Tar from my heart thine image ne'er (haU go. 
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My fighing breaft fhall be thy funeral-bell* 
And fo obfequious will thy father be, 
Sad for the lofpof thee, having no more, 
As Priam was for all his valiant fons. 
Til bear thee hence, and let them fight that will ; 
For I have murder'd where I mould not kill. [Exit. 

K. Henr$» Sad hearted men, much overgone with care, 
Here fits a King more woful than you are. 

SCENE VIII. 

Alarms. Excurjions. Enter the Queen, Prince of 
Wales 9 - and Exeter, 

Prince, Fly, father, fly ; for all your friends are field, 
And Warwick rages like a chafed bull: 
Away ! for death doth hold us in purfuit. 

Queen, Mount you, my Lord, toward Berwick poft" 
amain. 
Edward and Richard, like a brace of greyhounds 
Having the fearful flying hare in fight/ 
With fiery eyes fparkling for veTy wrath, 
And bloody fteel grafp'd in their ireful hands, 
Are at our backs ; and therefore hence amain. 

Exe. Away ; for vengeance comes along with them. 
Nay, ftay not to expoftulate, make fpeed; 
Or elfe come after, PU away before. 

K, Henry. Nay, take me with thee, good fweet Exeter; * 
Not that I fear to ftay, but love to go 
Whither the Queen intends. Forward, away ! [Exeunt* 

SCENE IX.' A loud alarum. Enter Clifford wounded. 
Clif. Here burns m)rcandle out ; ay, here it dies, 

Which while it lafted, gave King Henry light. 

O Lancafter! I fear thy overthrow, 

More than my body's parting with my foul. 

My love and fear glew'd many friends to thee. [Falling* 

And now I fall, thy tough commixtures melt, 

Impairing Henry, ftrength'ning mif-proud York. 

The common people fwarm like fummer-flies; 

And whither fly the gnats, but to the fun ? 
And who (hints new, but Henry' % tnexcvk*? 
O Phoebus! hadft thou nevet giVtvcoivkivx. 
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hat Phaeton fhould check thy fiery fteeds, 
■Thy burning car had never fcorch'd the earth: 
"nd, Henry, hadft thou fway'd as Kings fhould do, 
r as thy father and his father did, 
[Jiving no ground unto the houfe of York, 

/ never then had fprurig like fummer-flies. 
|and ten thoufand in this lucklefs realm, 
I left no mourning widows for our death ; 
I tfiou this day hadft kept thy chair in peace, 
lor what doth cherifh weeds,, but gentle air? 

1 what makes robbers bold, but too much lenity ? 
tlefs are plaints, a,nd curelefs are my wounds ; 
away to fly, nor ftrength to hold out flight. 
iBliefoeis mercilefs, and will not pity; 
HR>r at their hands I have deferv'd no pity, 
lie air hath got into my deadly wounds, 
fid much effufe of blood doth make me faint. 
Jome, York, and Richard, Warwick, and the reft; 
II ftabb'd your fathers' bofoms, fplit my breaft. 

[He faints* 

irum, and retreat. Enter Edward, Warwick, Ri+ 
chard, Montague, Clarence, and Soldiers. 

"Edi». Now breathe we, Lords, good fortune bids 
:*- us paufe, 

id fmooth the frown§ of war with peaceful looks. 

ime troops -purfue the bloody minded Queen, 
That led calm Henry, though he were. a King, 
!As doth a fail fill'd with a fretting guft, 
[Command an argofie to Item the waves. 
'But think you, Lords, that Clifford fled with them ? 

War. No ; 'tis impoflible he mould efcape : 
$br though before his face I fpeak the word, 
Tour brother Richard mark'd him for the grave; 
And wherefde'er he is, he's furely dead. 

[Clifford groans* , 

Rich. Whofe foul is that which takes her heavy 
|A deadly groan, like life in death departing. [leave ? 

See who it is. 

I- Edtu. And now the battle's ended, 
SU friend or foe, let him be^eritly ufed. 

FMkk. ReyoteihaCdoomofniercy, for *tis Qiffoti\ 
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Who not contented that he lopp'd the branch, 

In hewing Rutland when his leaves put forth. 

But fet his murd'ring knife unto the root 

From whence that tender fpray did fweetly fpring: 9 

I mean our princely father, Duke of York. 

War. From off the gates of York fetch down the head. 
Your father's head, which Clifford placed there . - 
Jnftead whereof let his fupply the room. 
Meafure for meafure muff be anfwered. 

Ednu. Bring forth that fatal fcreech-ov^J to our houfe, 
That nothing fung but death to us and ours. 
Now death (hall (top his difmal threat'ning found, 
And his ill-boding tongue no more mail fpeak. 

War. I think his underftanding is bereft. ¥ 

Speak, Clifford, doff thou know who fpeaks to thee? j 
Dark cloudy death o'erfhades his beams of life, , 

And he nor fees nor hears us what we fay. J_ 

Rich. O would he did 1 and fo perhaps he doth. I~ 

'Tis but his policy to counterfeit ; ' 

Becaufe he would avoid fuch bitter taunts, 
As in the time of death he gave our father. £ 

Cla. If fo thou think'ff, vex him with eager words. ,| 

Rich. Clifford, afk mercy, and obtain no grace. \ 

Edw. Clifford, repent in bootlefs penitence. - 1 

War. Clifford, devife excufes for thy faults. • , 3 

Cla. While wc devife fell tortures for thy faults. 

Rich. Thou didft love York, and I am fon to York. 

Edw. Thou pitied'ft Rutland, f will pity thee. 

Cla. Where's Captain Margaret to fence you now? 

War. They mock thee, Clifford, fwear as thou waft 
wont. ' . , 

Rich. What, not an oath! nay, then the world goes 
When Clifford cannot fpare his friends an oath. [hard, 
I know by that he's dead ; and, by my foul, 
If this right hand would buy but two hours' life, 
That I in all defpight might rail at him, 
This hand mould chop it off; and with the iffuing blood 
Stifle the villain, whofe unftaunched thirft 
York and young Rutland could not fatisfy. 

War. Ay, but he's dead. , Off with the traitor's head, 
And rear it in the place your father's (lands. 
And now to London with triumphant march, < 



n 



fi* 



:&,i. Icing henry vr. u S 

There to be crowned England's Royal Kang : . 
Frota whence (hall Warwick cut the fea to France, 
And afk the Lady Bona for thy Queen. 
j So /halt thou fmew both thefe lands together. 
And having France thy friend, thou fhalt not dread 
The fcatter'd foe that hopes to rife again : 
For though they cannot greatly fting to hurt, 
Yet look to have them buzz t'offend thine ears.. 
Firft will I fee the coronation ; 
And then to Britanny I'll crofs the fea, 
V effect this marriage, fo it pleafe my Lord. 

Edw. Ev*n as thdu wilt, fweet Warwick, let it be; 
For on thy moulder do I build my feat : 
And never will I undertake the thing, 
Wherein thy counfel and content is wanting. 
Richard, I will create thee Duke of Glo'fter; 
And George, of Clarence; Warwick as ourfelf 
Shall do and undo, as him pleafeth beff. 

Rich. Let me be Duke of Clarence; George, of 
Glo'fter; ^ • 
For Glo'fter's dukedom is too oimaous. 

War. Tut, that's a foolifh obfervation: 
Richard, be Duke of Glo'fter. Now to London, 
To fee thefe honours in pofleffion. [Exeunt. 

ACT III. SCENE I. 
A wood in Lancq/hire. 

Enter Slnklo and Humphry, with croft-bows In their 
hands. 

Sink. U NDERthisthick-grown brake we'll fhroud 
ourfelves, 
For through this laund anon the deer will come; 
And in this covert will we make our Hand, 
Culling the principal of all the deer. 

Hum. I'll flay above the hill, fo both may (hoot. 

Sink. That cannot be: the noife of thy crofs-bow 
Will fcare the herd, and fo my (hoot is loft: 
Here ftand we both, and aim we at the beft, 
,Asid, for the time /hall not feem tedioua* 
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I'll tell thee what befel me on a day, 

In this felf-place where now we mean to Hand. 

Hum. Here comes a man, let's ftay till lie be pafs'd. 

Enter King Henry, with a f>rayer~book. 

K. Henry. From Scotland am I ftol'n cv'n of pure lov< 
To greet mine own land with my wifhful light. 
No, Harry, Harry, 'tis no land of thine % 
Thy place is fill'd, thy fceptre wrung from thee ; 
Thy balm wafiYd off wherewith thou waft anointed.. 
No bending knee will call thee Caefar now, 
No humble fuito/s prefs to fpeak for right ^ 
No not a man comes for redrefs to thee \ 
For how can 1 help them, and not myfelf I 

Sink. Ay, here's a deer, whofe fkin's a keeper's fee i 
This is the quondam King, let's feize upon him. 

K. Henry. JLet me embrace thefe four adverfities; 
For wife men fay it is the- wifeft courfe. 

Hum. Why linger we ? let us lay hands upon him- 

Sihi. Forbear a while, we'll hear a Iktle more. 

K. Henry. My Queen and Jon are gone to Francf fc 
And, as I hear, the great commanding Warwiqt ' \j&& 
Is thither gone to crave the French King's filler 
To wife : for ; Ed wai &. If this news be true, 
Poof Qiieen and fon! your labour is" but loft: 
For Warwick is a fubtle orator; 
And Lewis a prince 4 fbon won with moving words*. 
By this account, then, IVJargaret may win him, 
For (he's a woman to be pitied much : 
Her figha will make a batt'ry in his breaft ; 
Her tears will pierce into a marble heart ; 
The tygerwillbe mild white (he doth mourn * 
jjVnd Nero would be tainted with remorfe, 
To* hear and fte Tier" plaints, her brinifh tears. 
Ay, but (he's come to beg, Warwick to give:. 
She on hiyleft fide craving aid for Henry ; 
He on his right afking a wife for Edward. 
She weeps, and fays, her Henry is depos'd; 
He fmiles, and fays, his Edward is inftall'd ; 
That me, poor wretch, for grief can fpeak no more! 1 
While Warwick tells his title, fmooths the wrong, 
In&rreth arguments of mighty ftiet^O^ 
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And in conclufion wins the King from her, 

With promife of his filler, and what elfe, 
To ftrengthen and fupport King Edward's place* 
lOMarg'ret, thus 'twill be; and thou, poor foul, 
Art then forfaken, as thou went'ft forlorn. ' 

Hum. Say, what art thou that talk'ft of Kings and 
Queens? 

AT. Henry. More thaa I feem, and lefs than I was 
A man at lead, for lefs I ihould not be; [born to$, 

And men may talk of Kings,, and why not I ? 

Hum. Ay, but thou talk'ft as if thou wert a King. 

K. Henry. Why, fo I am in mind, and that's enough. 

Hum. But if thou be 1 a King, where is thy crown? 

K. Henry. My crown is in my heart, not on my head i 
Not deck'd with diamonds and Indian, ftones; 
Not to be feen r my crown is call'd Content; 
A crown it is that feldom Kings enjoy. 

Hum. Well, if you be a King crown'd with Content,. 
Your crown Content and you muft be contented 
To go along with us. For, as we think, 
You are the King, King Edward hath depos'd: 
And we his fubje£b, fworn in all allegiance, 7 
Will apprehend you as his. enemy. 

AT. Htnry. But did you never (wear, and break an oath? 

Hum. No, never fuch an oath, nor will not now. 

K. Henry* Where did. you dwell when I was King of 
England ? 

Hum. Here in this country where we now remain. 

K. Henry. I was anointed King at nine months old*. 
My father and my grandfather were Kings;. 
And you were fworn true fubjedls unto me : 
And tell me then, have you not broke your oaths? 

Sink. No, we were fubjedis but while you were King. 

IC Henry. Why, am I dead ? do I not breathe a man^ 
Ah, fimple men, you know, not what you fwear. 
Look, as I blow this feather from my face, 
And as the air blows it to me again, 
Obeying with my wind when I do blow, 
And yielding to another when it blows, 
Commanded always by the greater gutty 
Sack ** the lightaefs of you common men. 
IhiL denial break your oaths, for of that fm 



! 
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My miM intreaty (hall not make you guilty. 

Go where you will, the King mall be commanded : 

And be you Kings, command, and I'll obey. 

Sink. We are true fubje&s to the King, King Edwards 

K. Henry. So would you be again to Henry, 
If he were feated as King Edward is. 

Sink. We charge you in God's name, and in the King's*, 
To go with us unto the officers. 

K. Henry* In God's name lead, your King's name ber 
obey'd; 
And what God will y that let your King perform ; 
And what he will, I humbly yield unto. [Exeunh. 

SCENE II. Changes to the palace. 

Enter King Edward, Gloucejler, Clarence, and Lady Gray*. 

K. Edw. Brother of Glo'fter, at St. Alban's field. 
This lady's hufband, Sir John Gray*, was flain, 
His land then feiz'd on%y the conqueror:. 
Her fuit is now to repoffefs thofe lands ; * ♦ 

Which we in juftice cannot well deny; 
Becaufe, in quarrel of the houfe of York, 
The worthy gentleman did lofe his life. 

Glo. Your Highnefs fliall do well to grant her fuit:: 
It were difhonour to deny it her. 

K. Edw. It were no lefs; but yet'PH make a paufe. 

Glo. Yea! isitfo? 
I fee the lady hath a thing to grant 
Before the King will grant her humble fuit, 

Clar. He knows the game; how true he keeps the 

Glo. Silence. [wind?: 

K. Edw. Widow, we will confider of your fuit, 
And come fome other time to know our mind. 

Gray. Right gracious Lord, I cannot brook delay.. 
May't pleafe your Highnefs to refolve me now; 
And what your pleafure is fhall fatisfy me. 

Glo. Ay, widow ! then I'll warrant you all your lands. 
An* if what pleafes him fhall pleafure you:. 
Fight clofer, or good faith, you'll catch a blow. 

Clan 

# Vj'J. Hall % $d year of Edv>. W. folio $♦ . It to* Ybtatt* 
Aifcljr£ciutcdSidiara\ Mr..?ogtv 



Clar. I fear her not, unlefs fhe chance to falL 

Glo. God foroid that ! for he'll take 'vantages. 

K. Ediv. How many children hail thou, widow } 

tell me. 
Clar. I think he means to beg a child of her. 
Glo. Nay, whip me then : he'll rather give her two* 
Gray, Three, my moft gracious Lord. 
.Glo. You fhall have four, if you'll be rul'd by him. 
K. Ed<w. 'Twere pity they fhould lofe their father's 

lands. 
Gray. Be pitiful, dread Lord, and grant 'em then, 
Ka Ediv. Lords, give us leave ; I'll try this widow's* 

wit. 
Glo. Ay, good leave have you, for you will have leave, * 
Till youth take leave, and leave you to the crutch. 
K. Ediv. Now, tell me, Madam, do you love your 

children? 
Gray. Ay, full as dearly as I love myfelf. 
K. Ediy. And. would you not do much- to do the.m 

good? 
Gray. To do them good I would fuftain fome harm. 
K. Ediv. Then get your hufbandfs lands to do them. 

gootl. 
Gray. Therefore I came unto your Majefty. 
K. Ediv. I'll tell you how thefe lands are to be got. 
Gray. So Shall you bind me to your Highnefs' fervice^ 
K. Ediv. What fervice wilt thou do me if I give themi 
Gray. What you command that refls in me to do. 
K. Ediv. But you will take exceptions to my boon. 
Gray. No, gracious Lord, except I cannot do it* 
K. Ediv. Ay, but thou eanfl do what I mean to afk. 
Gray. Why, then I will do what your Grace com- 
mands. 
Glo. He plies her hard, and much rain, wears the 

marble. 
Clar. As red as fire ! nay, then her wax mull melt. 
Gray. Why flops my Lord? fhall 1 not hear my talk* 
Km Ediv. An eafy tafk, 'tis but to love a King. 
Gray. That's foon perform'd, becaufe 1 am a fubjecV 
£ Edw. Why then, thy hufband's lands I freely give 
• ^ : -' thee* 
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Gray. I take my leave with many thoufand thanks. 
Glo. The match is made, (he feals it with a curt'fy. 
K. Edw. But ftay thee, 'tis the fruits of love I mean. 
Gray. The fruits of love I mean, my loving Liege. 
K* Edw. Ay, but I fear me, in another fenfe. 
What love think'ft thou I fue fo much to get ? 

Gray. My love till death, my humble thanks, my 
prayers; 
That love which virtue begs, and virtue grants. 

K. Edw. No, by my troth, I did not mean fuch love, jbtj 
Gray. Why then you mean not as I thought you did. 
K. Edw. But now you partly may perceive my mind. 
Gray. My mind will never grant what I perceive. 
Your Highnefs aims at, if I aim aright. % 

K. Edw, To tell thee plain, I am to lie with thee. *|, 
Gray. To tell you plain, I'd rather lie in prifon. 
K. Edw. Why then, thou (halt not have thy huibandV % 

lands. 
Gray. Why then, mine honefty fhaflbemy dower; 
For by that lofs I will not purchafe them. 

if. Edw. Therein thou wrong* ft thy children mightily. 

Gray. Herein your Highnefs wrongs both them and 

But, mighty Lord, this merry inclination [me, 

Accords not with the fadnefs of my fuk ; J 

Pleafe you difmifs me, or with Ay or No. ; 

k.. Edw. Ay, if thou, wilt fay Ay to my requeft; 
No, if thou do ft fay No to my demand. 

Gray. Then, No, my Lord;, my fuit is at an end. 
Glo. The widow likes him not, (he knits her brows-. \ 
Clar. He is the blunted wooer in Chriftendom. \ 

K. Edw. Her looks do argue her replete with modefty.. i 
Her words do (hew her wit incomparable, I 

All her perfections challenge fovereignty ; 
One way or other (he is for a King ; 
And fhe (hall be my love, or elfe my Queen. 
Say that King Edward take thee for his Queen? i 

Gray. 'Tis better faid than, done* my gracious Lord;. 
I am a fubjedl fit to Jell withal, 
But far unfit to be a Sovereign. 

K. Edw. Sweet widow, by rery ftate 1 fwear to thee*. 
1 fpeak no more than what m^ £o\&\&\£n&&v 
&M that is, to enjp j ttec £ot my\wt» 



Sc. 3. Kltf G HENRY V'l. P3I 

Gray. And that is more than I will yield pntp: * 

I know I am too mean to be your Qqeen, 
And yec too good to be your concubine. 

K. Ediv: You cavil, widow; 1 did mean my Queen. 

Gray. 'Twill grieve your Grace my fans mould call 
you father. 

K. Edtv. No more than when my daughters call thee 
mother. 
Thou art -a widow, and thou haft fome children; 
And, by God's mother, I, being but- a bachelor, 
Have other fome : why, 'is a happy thing 
To be the father unto many fons. 
Anfwer no more, for thou fhalt be my Qlieenk 

G/o. The ghoftly father now hath done his mrift. 

Clar. When he was made a fhriver, 'twas for fliift. . " 

K. Edw. Brothers, you mufe what chat we two have 
had. 

Glo. The widow likes it not, for fire looks fad. 

K* Edtv. You'd think it flrange if I mould marry her* 

Cla. To whom, my Lord? 

K. Ed<iv. Why, Clarence, to myfelf. 

Glo. That would be ten days' wonder at the leaft* 

Clar. That's a day longer than a wonder lafts. 

Glo. By fo much is the wonder in extremes. 

K. Edtv. Well, jeft on, brothers ; I can tell you botfy; 
Her fuit is' granted for her hu {band's lands. 

Enter a Nobleman. 

Nob. My gracious Lord, Henry your foe is taken,. 
And brought your prifoner to your palace-gate. 

K. Edw. See that he be convey'd unto the Tower: 
And go we, brothers, to the man that took him, 
To queftion of his apprehenfion, 
Widow, go you along: Lords, ufe her honourably. 

[Exeunt 

SCENE III. Manent Gloucejler. 

Glo. Ay, Edward will ufe women honourably. 
Would he were wafted, marrow, bones, and all, 
That from his loins no hopeful branch may fpring, 
To crofs me from the golden time I look for. 
And yet between my foul's defire and me. 
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(The hiftful Edward's title buried,) 
Is Clarence, Henry, and his fon young Edward; 
And all th' unlook'd-for ifTue of their bodies* 
To take their rooms ere I can place myfelf. 
A cold premeditation for my purpofe ! 
Why, then I do but dream on fov'reignty, 
Like one that ftandf upon a promontory, 
And fpies a far-off more where he would tread, 
Wifhing his foot were equal with his eye, 
And chides the fea that funders him from thence, 
Saying he'll lade it dry to have his way. 
So do I wifh, the crown being fo far off, 
And fo i chide the means that keep me from it; 
And fo ( I fay) I'll cut the caufes off, 
Flatt'ring my mind with things impoflible. 
My eye's too quick, my heart o'er weens too much, 
Unlefs my hand and ftrength could equal them. 
Well, fay there is no kingdom then for Richard: 
What other pleafure can the world afford? 
Ill make my heaven in a lady's lap, 
And deck my body in gay ornaments, 
And 'witch fweet ladies with my, words and looks* 
Oh miferable thought! and more unlikely, 
Than to accompli (h twenty golden crowns. 
Why, love forfwore me in my mother's womb; 
And, for I mould not deal in lier foft laws, 
She did corrupt frail Nature with fome bribe 
To fhrink'mine arm up like a wither'd fhrub> 
To make an envious mountain on my back ; 
Where fits Deformity to mock my body, 
To fhape my legs of an unequal fize, 
To difproportion me in every part : 
Like to a chaos, or unlick'd bear-whelp, 
That carries no imprefiion like the dam. 
And am I then a man to be belov'd ? 
Oh, monftrous fault, to harbour fuch a thought ! 
Then fince this earth affords no joy to me, 
But to command, to check, to o'erbear fuch 
As are of better perfon than myfelf; 
I'll make my heav'n to dream upon the crown ; 
And, whSc I live> t'account lYu* viotld but heU. 
Until tie head this miftiap'd truxk toriaAaw* 
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Be round impaled with a glorious crown. 
And yet I know not how to get the crown, 
For many lives {land between me and home • 
And I (like one loft in a thorny wood, 
That rends ihe thorns, and is rent with the thorns, 
Seeking a way, and ftraying from the way, 
Not knowing how to find the open air, 
But toiling defp'rately to find it out) 
Torment myfelf to catch the Englifh crowiu 
And from that torment I will free myfelf, 
Or hew my way out with a bloody ax. 
Why, I can fmile, and murder while I fmile; 
And cry, Consent, to that which grieves my heart ; 
And wet my cheeks with artificial tears, 
And frame my face to all occafions: 
I'll drown more failors than the mermaid mall, 
I'll flay more gazers than the bafiliflc, 
Pll play the orator as well as Neftor, 
Deceive more fitly than Ulyffes could, 
And, like a Sinon, take another Troy ; 
I can add colours ev'n to the cameleon ; 
; Change fhapes with Proteus, for advantages ; 
\ And let th' afpiring Catiline to fchool. 
Can I do this, and cannot get a crown? 
Tut, were it farther off, Pll pluck it down. [i?x//. 

SCENE IV. Changes to France. 

Flourifh. Enter King Lewis, Lady Bona, Bourbon, Ed- 
ward Prince of Wales, Queen Margaret, and the Earl 
of Oxford* Lewis fits, and rifeth up again. 

, K. Lew. Fair Queen of England, worthy Margaret, 

Sit down with us ; it ill befits thy ftate, 

And birth, that thou fhould'ft ftand while Lewis fits. 

Queen. No, mighty King of France ; now Margaret 
Muft ftrike her fail, and learn a while \o ferve* 
Where Kings command. 1 was, I muft confefs, 
Great Albion's Queen in former golden days: 
But now mifchance hath trod my title down, 
And with diftionour laid me on the ground ; 
Where I muft take like feat unto my fortune* 
And to mj humbk feat conform myfelf. 

K% Le*u>. 
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K* Lew. Why, fay, fair Queen, whence fprings 

deep defpair ? 
Queen. From fuch a caufe as fills mine eyes with tear$) 

And (lops my tongue, while my heart's drown'd in caw| 
K. Levo. Whate'er it be, be thou ftill like thyfelf, 

And fit thee by our fide. Yield not thy neck 

[Seats her by Ink 

To Fortune's yoke, but let thy dauntlefs mind 

Still ride in triumph over all mifchance. 

Be plain, Queen Margaret, and tell thy grief; 

It (hall be eas'd, if France can yield relief. ^^ 

Queen. Thofe gracious words revive my droopiq ^ 
' thoughts, " 

And give my tongue-ty'd forrows leave to fpeak. 

Now therefore be it known to Noble Lewis, 

That Henry, fole poffeflbr of my love, 

Is, of a King, become a banifh'd man, 

And forc'd to live in Scotland a forlorn ; 

While proud ambitious Edward, Duke of York, 

Ufurps the regal title and the feat 

Of England's true anointed lawful King. 

This is the caufe that I, poor Margaret, 

With this my fon Prince Edward, Henry's heir. 

Am come to crave thyjuitand lawful aid; 

And if thou fail us, all our hope is done, 

Scotland hath will to help, but cannot help : • i * 

Our people and our peers arc both mifled, 

Our treafure feiz'd, our foldiers put to flight, - j 

And, as thou feeft, ourfelves in heavy plight. . | 

K. Lew. Renowned Queen, with patience calm the j 

florin, 

While we bethink a means to break it off. 

Queen. The more we flay, the flronger grows our foe. I 
K. Lew. The more I flay, the more I'll fuccour thee 
Queen. O, but impatience waiting, rues to-morrow; 

And fee where comes the breeder of my forrow. 

SCENE V. Enter Warwick. 

K. Lew. What's he approacheth boldly to our pre- ^ 

fence ?• 
Queen. Our Earl of Warwid^YAwactf* seated friend/ \ 
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K. Lctv. Welcome, brave Warwick: what brings 
thee to France? [He defcends. She arifetb. 
§>ueen. Ay, now begins a fecond ftorm to rife ; 
For this is he that moves both wind and tide. 

War. From worthy Edward, King of Albion, 
My Lord and Sov'reign, and thy vowed friend, 
J come (in kindnefs and unfeigned love) 
Firft to do greetings to thy royal perfon ; 
And then to crave a league of amity; 
And la^ly, to confirm that amity 
With nuptial knot, if thou vouchfafe to grant V 

That virtuous Lady Bona, thy fair lifter, y 

To England's King in lawful marriage. 

§hieen. If that go forward, Henry's hope is done! 
War. And, gracious Madam, in our King's behalf, 

[Speaking to Bend* 
I am commanded, with your leave and favour, 
Humbly to kifs your hand; and with my tongue 
To tell the paffion of my Sov' reign's heart ; 
Where fame late ent'ring at his heedful ears, 
Hath plac'd thy beauty's image and thy virtue's. 

§)ueen. King Lewis, and Lady Bona, hear me fpeak* 
Before you- anfwer Warwick. His demand 
Springs not from Edward's well-meant honeft love, 
But from deceit bred by neceffity: 
For how can tyrants fafely govern home, 
Unlefs abroad they purchafe great alliance ? 
To prove him tyrant, this reafon may fuffice, 
That Henry liveth (till; but were he dead, 
Yet here Prince Edward ftands, King Henry's fon. 
Look therefore, Lewis, that by this league and marriage 
Thou draw not on thy danger and difiionour; 
For tho' ufurpers fway the rule a while, 
Yet heav'ns ate juft, and time fuppreffeth wrongs. 
War. Injurious Margaret! ■ 
Prince. And why not Queen ? 
War. Becaufe thy father Henry did ufurp, 
And thou no more art Prince than flie is Queen. % 

Oxf. Then Warwick difannuls great John of Gauntj 
Which did fubdue the greateft part of Spain ; 
And after Jdhn of Gaunt, Henry the Fourth, 
WMofe wifdom was a mirror to the wifeft. j 
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And after that wife prince, Henry the Fifth, 
Who by his prowefs conquered all France. 
From thefe our Henry lineally defcends. 

War. Oxford, how haps it, in this fmooth difcourfe,: 
You told not, how Henry the Sixth hath loft 
All that which Henry the Fifth had gotten ? 
Methinks thefe Peers of France mould fmile at that. 
But for the reft, you tell a pedigree 
Of threefcore and two years, a filly time 
To make prefcription for a kingdom's worth. *, ; 

Oxf. Why, Warwick, eanft thou fpeak a^ainft 
Wnom thou obey edit thirty and fix years, [Li< 

And not bewray thy treafon with a blum ? 

War. Can Oxford that did ever fence the right, 
Now buckler falfehood with a pedigree ? 
For frame, leave Henry, and call Edward King. 

Qxf, Call him my King, by whofe injurious doom 
My elder brother, the Lord Aubrey Vere, 
Was done to death? and more than fo, my father, 
Even in the downfal of his mellow'd years, 
s When nature brought him to the door of death? 
No, Warwick, no; while life upholds this arm, 
This arm upholds the houfe of Lancafter. 

War. And I the houfe of York. .;s 

K. Lew. Queen Margaret, Prince Edward, and Lor% 

. Vouchsafe at our requeft to ftand afide, [Oxfor4l 

While I ufe farther conference with Warwick. | 

Sluun. Heaves grant that Warwick's words bewitch i 
him not! [They Jland aloof. 

K. Lew. Now, Warwick, tell me even upon thy conU 
fcience, 
Is Edward your true King ? for I were loath 
To link with him that were not lawful chofen. 

War. Thereon I j>awn my credit and mine honour. 

K. Lew. But is he gracious in the people's eyes ? 

War. The more that Henry was unfortunate. 

K. Lew. Then further: all diflembling fet afide, * 
Tell me for truth the meafure of his love 
Unto our fifter Bona. j 

War. Such it feems 
As may befeem a Monarch \\Vlc himfelC. | 

Myklf'have often heard \um.foj *tA toftat, 
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bat this his love was an external plant, 
hereof the root was fix'd in virtue's ground, 
ie leaves and fruit maintain'd with beauty's fun j ' 
jempt from envy, but not from difdain, 
nlefs the Lady Bona quit his pain. 
K. Le*tv. Now, fitter, let us hear your firm refolvc* 
Bona, Your grant, or your denial, (hall be mine, 
let I confefs, thai often ere this day, [Speaks to Waft 

n J have heard your King's defert recounted, 
me ear hath tempted judgment to defire. 
AT, A*, Then, Warwick, this: Our filler (hallbe 
id bow forthwith (hall articles be drawn [Edward's; 
S the jointure that your King muft make} i 

Which with her dowry mall be counterpois'd. 

3Draw near, Queen Margaret, and be a witnefs, 

^That Bona (hall be wife to th' Englifti King. 

Prince. To Edward, but not to the Englifti King- 
Queen* ■ Deceitful Warwick, it was thy device ' 

%y this alliance to make void my fuit ; » 

Before thy coming, Lewis was Henry's friend. 
K. Lciv. And ftiil is- friend to him and Margaret. 

Uut if your title to the crown be weak, 

A* may appear by Edward's good fuccefs, 

Then ^tis but reafon, that 1 be jreleas'd 
torn giving aid, which late I promised. 

Tet mall you have all kindneifi at my hand, 

That your eftate requires, and mine can yield. 
War, Henry now lives in Scotland at his eafe, 

Where having nothing, nothing can he lofe. 

And as for you yourfelf, bur quondam Queen, 

1fou have a father able to maintain you ; 

* And better 'twere you, troubled him than France. 

Queen. Peace, impudent and (hamelefs Warwick, peace ! 

Proud fetter up and puller down of Kings ! 

I will not hence, till with my talk and tears 

(Both full of truth) I make King Lewis behold 

Thy fly conveyance f, and thy Lord's falfe love : 

[Poft> blowing a horn within. 

For both of you are birds of felf-fame feather. 

K. Lew. Warwick, this is fome pofl to us or thee. 

M2 SCfcWL' 
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SCENE VI. Enter a Poft. 

Poft. My Lord' Ambaflador, thcfe letters are for you, 

[To Warwick 
Sent from your brother, Marquis Montague. 
Thefe from our King unto your Majefty. 

[To King Lew. 
And, Madam, thefe for you ; from whom I know not 
[To the Queen. They all read their letters* 

Oxf. I like jt well, that our fair Queen and miftrefs 
Smiles at her news, while Warwick frowns at hi* 

Prince, Nay, mark how .Lewis ftamps as he were net- 
I hope all's for the bed. " [tied. 

K. Lew. Warwick, what are thy news? and yourti 
fair Queen ? 

Queen. Mine fuch as fills my heart with unbopM joys. 

War. Mine full of forrow and heart's difcontent. 

K. Lew. What! has your King marry'd the Lady 
And now, to foothe your forgery and his, [Gray \ 

Sends me a paper to perfuade me patience ? 
Is this th' alliance that he fecks with France? 
Dare he prefume to fcorn us in this manner? 

Queen. I told your Majefty as much before. 
This proveth Edward's love and Warwick's honefty. 

War. King Lewis, I here proteft in fight of heav'n, 
And by the hope I have of heav'nly blifs, 
That: 1 am clear from this mifdeed of Edward's^ 
Novmore my King; for he difhonours mc; 
But mod himfelf, if he could fee his fhame. 
Did I forget, that by the houfe of York 
My father came untimely to his death ? 
Did 1 let pafs th' abufe done to my niece \ ? 
Did I impale him with the regal crown? 
Did I put Henry from his native right ? 
And am I guerdon'd at the laft with fhame ? 
Shame on himfelf, for my defert is honour! 
And to repair my honour loft for him, 
I here renounce him, and return to Henry. 
My Noble Queen, let former grudges pafs, 
And henceforth I am thy true fervitor: 

f Whom King Edward atuu^u4 \a S»«1«A **^* v * 
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I will revenge his wrong to Lady Bona, 

And replant Henry in his former (late. 

k Queen. Warwick, thefe words have turn'd my hate to 

-And I forgive and quite forget old faults, [love, 

And joy that thou becom'ft King Henry's friend. 

War. So much his friend, ay, his unfeigned friend, 
*That if King Lewis vouchfafe to furnifh us 
Wkh fome few bands of chofen foldiers,. 
'Ill undertake to land them on our coaft, - 
And force the tyrant from his feat by waft 
Tis ndt his new-made bride mall fuccour him. 
'And, as for Clarence, as my letters tell me, : 
fte's very likely now to fall from him, 
Udr matching more for wanton lull than honour, 
Or thau for ftrength and fafety of our country* 

' fecma. Dear brother, how fhaU Bona be reveng'd, 
But by thy help to this diflrefTed Queen ? 

Queen. Renowned prince, how (hall poor Henry live, 
TJalefs thou refcue him from foul defpair? . . A 

Bona. My quarrel, and this Engllfh Queen's are one. 

War. And miue, fair Lady Bona, joins with yours* 

K* Lew. And mine with hers, and thine,, and Margf- 
• Therefore at lail I firmly am refoLv'd, [ret'f. 

p You (hall have aid. A 

Queen. Let me give humble thanks- for all at once. 

K. Lew. . Then- England's meifenger, return in poll*, 
And tell falfe Edward, thy fuppofed King, - 

That Lewis of France is fending over maikers,. 
To revel it with him and his new bride. 
Thou feeft what's paft, go fear thy King withal. 

Bona. Tell him, in hope he'll prove a widower fhortly^ 
I wear the willow garland for his fake. 

Queen. Tell him, my mourning-weeds are laid afide*. 
And I am ready to put armour on. >* 

War. Tell him from me, that he hath doneme wrong}. 
And therefore 111 uncrown Him ere't be long. 

ThereVs thy reward, be gone. [Exit Po/L. 

, t£L Lew. But, Warwiok, 
^Plljrfelf and Oxford with five thoufand men 
$hall crofs the feasv and bid falfe Edward battles 
ftpd, as occafion ferves, this Noble Queen 
, ** fci - - " Ostt foMow with a freikjurmlvv 
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Yet ere thou go, but anfwer me one doubt : 
What pledge have we of thy firm loyalty ? 

War. This (hall allure my conftant loyalty, 
That if our 'Queen and this young Prince agree, 
I'll join my younger daughter and my joy 
To him forthwith, m holy wedlock* bands. 

§>uccn. Ye*, I agree, and thank you for your mo 
Son Edward, (he is fair and virtuous; 
Therefore delay not, give thy hand to Warwick, 
And, with thy^hand, thy faith irrevocable, 
That only Warwick's daughter (hall be thine. 

Prince. Yes, I accept her, for (he well deferves k 
And here to pledge my vow, I give my hand. . 

{He gives bis hand to Wat 

K. Lew. Why ftay we now? thefe foldiers (b 
And thou, Lord Bourbon, our High Admiral, [1 
Shall waft them over with our royal fleet. 
I long till Edward fall by war's mifchance, 
Tor mocking marriage with a Dame of France. 

[Exeunt. Manet Wa 

War. I came from Edward as Ambaiador, 
But I return his fworn and mortal foe : 
Matter of marriage was the charge he gave me, 
But dreadful war mall anfwer his demand. 
Had he none elfe to make a dale but me? 
Then none but 1 (haH turn his jeft to forrow. 
I was the chief that rais'd him to the crown, 
And I'll be chief %o bring him down again : 
Not that I pity Henry's mifery, 
But feek re? enge on Edward's mockery. 

ACT IV. SCENE I. 

The palace is England. 
Enter Gloucefler % Clarence^ Somerfet, and Monta± 

Glo. JNI OW tell me, brother Clarence, whal 
you 
Of this new marriage with the Lady Gray I 
Hath not our brother made a "WottY^j cbssfcfti 
€/a. Alas I ysoji-kAow 'tia fei&o«fc>aoo«fc-\ft'Sh 
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low could he ftay till Warwick made return ? 
Som. My Lords, forbear this talk: here comes the 
King. 

xrtfb. Enter King Edward, Lady Gray as §>ueen 9 
Pembroke y Stafford, and Hajlings: fourjland on onefide y 
and four on the other* 

Gio. And his well cbofen bride. 
Clar. 1 mind to tell him plainly what I think. i. 

" Ed<w. Now, brother Clarence, how like you our 
at you Hand penfive, as half malecontent? [choice, 
As well as Lewis of France, or th' Earl of 
Warwick, 
ch are fo weak of courage, and in judgment, 
: they'll take no offence at our abufe. 
Edtv. Suppofe they take offence without a caufe. 
tiey are but. Lewis and Warwick, and I am Edward, 
tour King and Warwick's, and muft have my will. 

Glo. And you (hall have your will, becaufe our King. 
Jet hafty marriage feldom proveth well. 
K. Ed<w. Yea, brother Richard, are you offended too? 
Glo. Not I; no: God forbid that 1 mould wifh 
i fevered whom God *hath join'd together: 
to funder them that yoke fo well. 
K. Ednv. Setting your fcorns and your miflike afide, 
t*eH me fome reafon, why the Lady Gray 
should not become my wife, and England's Queen? 
Knd you too, Somerfet and Montague, 
Ipeak freely what you think. 

Clar. Then this is my opinion, that King Lewis 
* omes your enemy for mocking him 
aut the marriage of the Lady Bona. 
Glo, And Warwick, doing what you gave m charge, 
i now difhonoured by this new marriage. 
K* Edw. What if both Lewis and Warwick be ap- 
y fuch invention as I can devifc? . fpeas'd 

Mont. Yet to have join'd with France in fuch alliance, 
foold more have fhengthen'd this our commonwealth ' 
xainft foreign ftorms, than any home-bred marriage. 
Why, knows not Montague, that of itfelf 
1 \skfc, if true within itfelf? 
*Ye*i but the fafer whca 'tis backed w&Ywm. 

HoJL 
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Haft* Ti8 better ufing France, than trufting France. 
Let as be back'd with God, and with the feas, 
Which he hath given for fence impregnable, 
And with their helps alone defend ouifelves : 
In them, and in ourfelves, our fafety lies. 

Clar. For this one fpeech, Lord Haftings well delbrves 
To have the heir of the Lord Hungerford. 

K. Edtv. Ay, what of that ? it was my will and grant, 
And for this once my will mail ftand for law. 

Glo. And yet methinks your Grace hath not done welt ' ^ 
To give the heir and daughter of Lord Scales 
Unto the brother of your loving bride. 
She better would have fitted me, or Clarence; 
But in your bride you bury brotherhood. 

Cla. Or elfe you would not have beftdw'd the heir 
Of the Lord BonviU on your new wife's fon, 
And leave your brothers to go fpeed etfewhere. 

K. Edvj. Alas, poor Clarence ! is it for a wife 
That thou art malecontent? I will provide thee^ |i 

Clar. In chuilng for yourfelf, you fhew'd your jud$- li 
Which being mallow* you mail give me leave [ment ;. 

To play the broker in mine own behalf; 
And to that end I fliQrtly mind to leave you* 

K. Edw. Leave me, or tarry, Edward will be King*. 
And not be ty'd unto his brother's will. 

§>uem. My Lords, before it pleas'd his MajeJfty 
To raife my ftate to title of a Queen. 
Do me but right, and you muft all oonfefa 
That I was not ignoble of defcent ; ^ 

And meaner than myfclf have had like fortune* 
But as this title honours me and mine, 
So your diflikes, to whom- 1 would be pleafmg, 
•Do cloud' my joys with danger and with-forrow. 

K. Edw. My love, forbear to fawn upon their frown*.. 
What danger or what fbrrow can befal thee, 
So long as Edward is thy conftant friend* 
And their true Sovereign, whom they muft obey ? 
Nay, whom they mail obey, and love thee too, 
Unlefs they feek fbr hatred at my hands: 
Which if they do, yet will I keep thee fafe; 
And they /hail feel the vengeance of my wrath* 
GJb.' 1 bear* yet fay not txlucYv> W \&\»k >&*. mwt. 
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SCENE II. Enter a PoJI. 

K.JZJw. Now, Meflenger, what letters or what 

news from France ? 
Poft* My Sovereign Liege, no letters, and few words, 
I But fuch as I (without your fpecial pardon) 
Jare not relate. 
K. Ediv. Go to, we pardon thee. 
|So tell their words, as near as thou canft guefs them* 
IWhat anfwer makes King Lewis to our letters? 

Pqft. At my depart, thefe were his very words : 
\ Go tell falfe Edward, thy fuppofed King, 
I That Lewis of France is fending over mafters 
To revel it with him and his new bride. 

K. Edw. Is Lewis fo brave? belike he thinks me 
; But what faid Lady Bona to my marriage? [Henry. 

■ Pefl. Thefe were her words, utter'd with mild difdain: 
f Tell him, in hope heTl prove a widower fhortly, 
: 111 wear the willow garland for his fake. 

K. Edzu. I blame not her, (he could fay little lefs; 
She had the wrong. But what faid Henry's Queen? 
For fo I heard that the was there in place. 

PoJI. Tell him, (quoth (he,) my mourning- weeds are 
i And I am ready to put armour on. [done, 

K. Ed<w. Belike ihe means to play the Amazon. 
But what faid, Warwick to thefe injuries? 

Pqft. He, more incens'd agaiuft your Majefty 
Thau all the reft, difcharg'd me with thefe words : 
Tell him from me, that he hath done me wrong : 
And therefore I'll uncrown him ere't be long. 

K. Ednv. w Ha! durft the traitor breathe out fo proud 
Well, I will arm me, being thus forewarn'd. [words? 
' Tney (hall have wars, and pay for their prefumption. 
But fay, is Warwick friends with Margaret? 

Poft. Ay, gracious Sov'reign, they're fo link'd- in. 
friendfKip, 
|f*Hiat young Prince Edward marries Warwick's daughter. 
Ciar. Belike the younger; Clarence will have the elder* 
t brother King, farewell, and fit you fail ; 
[•will hence to Warwick's other daughter ; 
^though I want a kingdom, yet in marriage 
^ ^ ~t prove inferior to yourfdf . 
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You that love me and Warwick, follow me. 

[Exit Clarence, and Somerfet follow, 
Glo. Not I : my thoughts aim at a further matter. 

1 flay not for the love of Edward, but the crown. [Jffide* 
K. Ed*w. Clarence and Somerfet both gone to War-j 
. Yet am I arm'd againfl the worft can happen; [wickf \ ' 

And hade is needful in this defp'rate cafe. % ? , 

Pembroke and Stafford, you in our behalf 

Go levy men, and make prepare for war. 

They are already, or will foon be landed. 

Myfelf in perfon will ftraight follow you. 

[Exeunt Pembroke and Stafford* 

But ere I go, Haflings and Montague, 

Refolve my doubt : you twain, of all the reft, * 

Are near to Warwick by blood and by alliance; 

Tell trie, if you love Warwick more than me? 

If it be fo, then both depart to him. 

I rather wifh you foes, than hollow friends. 

But if you mind to hold your true, obedience,. 

Give me aflurance with fome friendly vow, 

That I may never have you in fufpect. 

M ont. So God help Montague, as he proves true I 
Haft, An,d Haftings, as he favours Edward's caufet 
K. Edw. Now, brother Richard, will you ftand by us?* 
Glo* Ay, in defpight of ail that mall withftand you. i 
K. Edit;. Why fo, then am I Aire of victory. , 

Now therefore let us hence, and lofe no hour, . 

Till we meet Warwick with his foreign power. [Ext. 

SCENE III. In Warwick/hire. 
Enter Warwick and Oxford, with French Soldiers. 

War. Truft me, my Lord, all hitherto goes well^ 
The common people fwarm by numbers to us. 

Enter Clarence and Somerfet. 

But fee wliere Somerfet and Clarence come f 
Speak fuddenly, my Lords, are we all friends-? 

Clar. Fear not that, my Lord. 

War. Then, gentle Clarence, welcome unto Warwick; 
And welcome, Somerfet. I hold it cowardice 
To red jziiAruilfuL where a iuAA« taart. 
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Hath pawnM an open hand in fign of love ; 

Elfe might I think, that Clarence, Edward's "brother, 

Were but a feigned friend to our proceedings. 

But welcome, friend, my daughter mail be thine. 

And now what refts, t>ut in nights coverture, 

Thy brother being carelefsly incamp'd, 

His foldiers lurking in the towns about, 

And but attended by a fimple guard, 

W.e may furprife and^take him at our pleafure? 

Our fcouts have found th' adventure very eafy :• 

That as Ulyffes and flout Diomede 

With fleight and manhood ftole to Rh efts' tents, 

And brought from thence the Thracian fatal fteeda : 

So we, well cover'd with the night's black mantle, 

At unawares may beat down Edward's guard, 

And feize himfelf. 1 fay not, flaughter him ; 

For I intend but only to furprife him. 

You that will follow me to^this attempt, 

Applaud the name of Henry with your leader. 

[ They all cry, Henry ! 
Why then, let's on our way in filent fort, 
F<jr Warwick and his friends, God and St. George ! * 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. 

Enter the Watchmen to guard the King's tent\ 

1 Watch. Come on, my mafters, each man take his 
The King by this has fet him down to fleep. [ftand : 

2 Watch. What, will he not to bed ? 

1 Watch, Why, no ; for he hath made a folemn vow, 
Never to lie and take his natural reft, ^ 
Till Warwick or himfelf be quite fupprefs'd. 

2 Watch. To-morrow then belike mail be the day, 

If Warwick be fo near as men report. \ 

3 Watch, But fay, 1 pray, what Nobleman is that 
That with the King here refteth in his tent? 

I Watch. 'Tis the Lord Haftings, the King'6 chiefeft 

friend. 
3 Watch. O, is it fo? but why commands the Kiu^> 
Thar his chief followers lodge in towns abov\V\vvrcv > 
While he lumfelf keeps here in the cold &eW* 

a WalcV). 
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2 Watch. 'Ti8 the more honour, becaafe the 

dangerous. 

3 Watch. Ay, but give me worfhip and quietnefe ; 
I like it better than a dang'rous honour. 
If Warwick knew in what eftate he {lands, 
'Tis to be doubted he would waken him. 

x Watch. Unlefs our halberds did fhut up his paffag 

2 Watch, Ay; wherefore elfc guard we this ro 

But to defend his perfon from night-foes ? [te 

Enter Warwick^ Clarence, Oxford, Somerfet, and Frencb\ 
^ foldiers, filent all. 

War. This is his tent ; and fee where ftands his gua 
Courage, my mailers : honour now, or never! 
But follow me, and Edward (hall be ours. 

1 Watch. Who goes there ? 

2 Watch. Stay, or thou died. J-. 

[Warwick arid the reft cry all, Warwick! Warwick I 
andfet upon the guard; who fly, crying, Arms! arms! 4 
Warwick and the rejl following them. -i 

The drum beating, and trumpets founding. * 

Enter Warwick, Somerfet, and the reft, bringing the Kingi 

out in a gown, fitting in a chair; Cloucejler and HqftingsM 

flying over theflage. ' : 

Som. What are they that fly there? 

War. Richard and Haftings; let them go, here is 
the Duke. 

K. Edw. The Duke! why, Warwick, when we parted, \ 
Thou call'dft me King. 

War. Ay, but the cafe is alter'd. 
When you difgrae'd me in my ambaflade, 
Then I degraded you from being King ; 
And come now to create you Duke of York, 
Alas ! how fhould you govern any kingdom, 
That know not how to ufe ambafladors, 
Nor how to be contented with one wife, ^ 

Nor how to ufe your brothers brotherly, 
Nor how to ftudy for the people's welfare, 
Nor how to /hroud yourfelf from enemies ^ 
& £*/<&. Brother of CYaieYvcc, ra&ttV\WxWt\&^. 
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, then I fee that Edward needs muftdown. 
let, Warwick, in defpight of all mifchance, 
If thee thyfelf, and all thy complices, 
tiward will always bear himfelf as King, 
■hough Fortune's malice overthrow my ftate, 
Hy mind exceeds the compafs of her wheel. 
War. Then, for his mind, be Edward England's King; 

[Takes off" his crown* 
Bt Henry n.ow (hall wear the Englifti crown, 
bd be true King indeed ; thou but a fhadow. 
iy Lord of Somerfet, at my requeft, 
ieethat forthwith Duke Edward be convey M 
toto my brother, Archbifhop of York, 
trhen 1 have fought with Pembroke and his fellows, 

J*U follow you, and tell you what reply 
Lewis an4 Lady Bona fent to him. 
Now for a while farewell, good Duke of York. 
K. Edw. What fates impofe,that menmuft needs abide: 
It boots not to reiifl both wind and tide. 

[Exit King Edward led ottt forcibly. 
Cxf. What now remains, my Lords, for us to do, 
But march to London with our foldiers ? 

War. Ay, that's the firft thing that we have to do, 
To free King Henry from imprifonment, ' 
And fee him feated in the regal throne. [Exeunt. 

SCENE V. The palace. 

Enter Rivers, and the Qyeen. 

Riv. Madam, what makes you in this fudden change ?_ 

Queen. Why, brother Rivers, are you yet to learn, 
'What late misfortune has befall'n King Edward? 

Riv. What! lofs of fome pitch'd battle againft War* 
wick ? 
| Queen. No, but the lofs of his own royal perfon. 

Riv. Then is my Sovereign flain? 
I Queen. Ay, almoft flain, for he is taken prifoner ; 
[Either betray'd by falfehood of his guard, 
|Or by his foe furpris'd at unawares ; 
?*And, as I further have to underftand, 
It How committed to the Biihop of York, 
fiS Warwick's brother, and by that ow toe, 
<4H». V. N K w . 
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Rlv. Thefe news, I muft confefs, are full of grief: 
Yet, gracious Madam, bear it as you may, 
Warwick may lofe, that now hath won the day. , 

Queen. Till then fair hope mull hinder lifers decay. 
And T the rather wean me from defpair, . 
For love of Edward's offspring in my womb, 
This is?t that makes me bridle in my paflion, 
And bear with mildnefs my misfortune's crofs. 
Ay, ay, for this I draw in many a tear, 
And ftop the rifing of blood-fucking fighs, 
Left with my fighs or tears I blaft or drown 
King Edward's fruit, true heir to th' Englifh crown, 

Riv. But, Madam, where is Warwick then become?. 

Queen, I am inform'd that he comes towards London, 
To fet the crown once more on Henry's head. 
Guefs thou the reft, King Edward's friends muft down.. 
But to prevent the tyrant's violence, 
(For truft not him that once hath broken faith,) 
I'll hence forthwith unto the fan&uary, 
To fave at leaft the heir of Edward's right. 
There (hall I reft fecure from force and fraud. 
Come therefore, let us fly while we may fly; 
Jf Warwick take us, we are fure to die. [Exeunt. 

SCENE VI, ' , . 

A park near Middleham-eajlle in Yorlifbire* 

- Enter Gloucejler, Lord Hajlings y and Sir William 
Stanley. 

Glo. Now, my Lord Haftings, and Sir William Stan- j 
Leave off to wonder why I drew you hither, £ky, { 

Into the chiefeft thicket of the park. \ 

Thus ftands the cafe : You know our King, my brother, 
Is pris'ner to the Bifhop, at whofe hands J 

He hath good ufage and great liberty ; 
And often but attended with weak guard. 
Comes hunting this way to difport himfelf. 
I have advertis'd him by fecret means, 
That if about this ho us he make this way, 
Under the colour of his ufual game, 

He (hall here find his friends W\t\\W& axvd men, 

To fet him free from his captivity . 
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Enter King Edward, and a Huntfman with him. 

Hunt. This way, my Lord, for this way lies the game. 
K. Edw. Nay, this way, man-; fee where the huntf-* 

men Hand, 
v, brother Glo'ller, Haftfngs, and the reft, 
nd you thus clofe to fteal the Bifhop's deer? 
Glo. Brother, the time and cafe requireth hafle, 
four horfe Hands ready here at the parkrcorncr. 
| K. Edw. But whither (hall we then? 
' f Haft. To Lynn, my Lord, 
" Jhip from thence to FlanderSi 
\ . Gk. Well guefs'd, believe me, for" that was my meaning". 
K. Ed™. Stanley, 1 will requite thy forwardnefs. 
Glo. But wherefore ftay we ? 'tis no time to talk. 
K. Edw. Huntfman, what fay 'ft thou ? wilt thou go 

along? 
Hunt. Better do To, than tarry and be hang'd. 
Glo. Come then away, let's ha' no more ado. 
K. Edw. Bifhop, farewell; fhieldthee from Warwick's 
frown, 
1 pray that I may repofiefs the crown. [Exeunt* 

. SCENE VIL Changes to the Tower in London. 

wEuter King Henry, Clarence* Warwick, Somerfet, young 
I Richmond, "Oxford, Montague, and Lieutenant of the 
Tower. 

K. Henry. Mr. Lieutenant, now that God and friends 

ave fhaken Edward from the regal feat, 

nd turn'd my captive Hate to liberty, 
iMy fear to hope, my forrows unto joys, 
f At our enlargement what are thy due fees ? 

Lieut. Subjects may challenge nothing of their fove* 
j But if an humble prayer may prevail, [reign j 

[I then crave pardon of your Majefty. 

K. Henry. For what, Lieutenant? for well ufingme? 
flfay, be thou fure, I'll well requite thy kindnefs ; 
Tor that it made my imprifonment a pleafure •, 
F Jiafrfach gplcafureas incaged birds 

mm, ^ 



i 



ISO , THE THIRD PART OF A& 1YJ 

Conceive, when, after moody thoughts. 

At lad, by notes of houfehold harmony, 

They quite forget their lofs of liberty. 

But, Warwick, after God, thou fett'ft me free* 

And chiefly therefore I thank God and thee. 

He was the author, thou the inftrument. 

Therefore that I may conquer Fortune's fyight* 

By living low, where Fortune cannot hurt me, 

And that the people of this bleiTed land •. 

May not be puniih'd with my thwarting (tars, 

Warwick, although my head ftill wear the crown* 

I here refign my government to thee, 

For thou art fortunate in all thy deeds. * 

War. Your Grace has ftill been fam'd for virtuous* 
And now may feem as wife as virtuous, 
By fpying and avoiding Fortune's malice; 
For few men rightly temper with the ftars ; 
Yet in this one thing let me blame your Grace, 
For chufing me, when Clarence is in place. 

Clar. No, Warwick, thou art worthy of the fway* 
To whom the heav'ns in thy nativity 
Adjudg'd an olive branch and laurel crown, 
As, likely to be ble&'d in peace and war* 
And therefore 1 yield thee my free confent. 

War, And I chufe Clarence only for Protector. 

JC Henry. Warwick and Clarence* g}vc me both you* 
hands; 
Now join your hands, and with your hands your hearts, 
That no difTenfion hinder government. 
I make you both Protectors of this land, ] 

While 1 myfelf wiH lead a private life ; 
And in devotion fpend my latter days, 
To fin's rebuke and my Creator*^ praife. 

Wan What anfwers Clarence to his Sovereign's will? 

Clan That he confents, if Warwick yield confent f 
For on thy fortune I rcpofe myfelf. 

War, Why then, though loath, yet muft I be contents 
We'll yoke togtther, like a doable ihadow 
To Henry's body, and fupply his place ; 
I mean, in bearing weight of government, 
While he enjoys the honour, and his ea(e. 
And, Ciarence, now then ixis saw \haa *«&&&, 
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with that Edward be pronounc'd a traitor, 
all his lands and goods conhTcated. 
t/jr. What elfe ? and that fucceflion be determin'cL 

r. Ay, therein Clarence (hall not wont his part. 

Henry. But with the firit of all our chief affairs, 
me intreat, for I command no more, 
l Margaret your Queen, and my fon Edward, 
ifent for, to return from France with fpeed. 
till i fee them here, by doubtful fear 
joy of liberty is half eclips'd. 
'lar. It ihall be done, my Sovereign, with all fpeed. 

Henry. My Lord of Somerfet, what youth is that - 
whom you feem to have fo tender care ? 
>OB. My Liege, it is young Henry, Earl of Richmond. 
\ Henry. Come hither, England's hope: if fecret 
powers [Lays his hand on his head r - 

;gefl but truth to my divining thoughts, 
is pretty lad will prove our country's blifs. 
looks are full of peaceful majefty, 
head by nature fram'd to wear a crown, 
hand to wield a fceptre, and himfelf 
ely in time to blefs "a regal throne, 
e much of him, my Lords ; for this is he 

help you more than you. are hurt by me. 

Enter a PoJL 

\r. What news, my friend? 
} oJi. That Edward is efcaped from your brother, 

fled, as he hears fince, to Burgundy. 

zr. Unfa voury news ; but how made he efcape ? 

fl. He was convey'dby Richard Duke of Glo'fter,, 

the Lord Hailjngs, who attended him 
cret ambufh on the foreft-fide, 

from the Bifhop's huntfmen refcu'd him : 
hunting was his daily exercife. 

My brother was too carelefs of his charge. 
I Jet us hence, my Sov'reign, to provide 

ve for any fore that may betide. [Exeun& 

Manent Somerftty Richmond^ and Oxford. 

My Lord, J like not of this flight o£ IL&waxtf %y 
" 5fe£, Burgundy will yield him help, 

N 3 , b&& 
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And we (hail have more wars^efore't he long. 
As Henry's late prc&giug prophecy 
Did glad my heart with hope of this young Richmond; 
So doth my hearUnifgive roe, in thefe confli&s 
What may befal him, to his harm and ours. * 

Therefore, Lord Oxford, to prevent the worft* 
Forthwith well fend him hence to Britanny, 
Till florins be paft of civil enmity. 

Oxf. Ay ; for if Edward repofiefs the crown* 
'Tis like that Richmond with the reft matt down* 

Som. it (hall be fof he mall to Britanny. 
Come therefore, let's about it fpeedily. [Exeu&K 
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Enter King Edward, &oucefler y Hq/Hngs, and Soldiers* =*- 

K. Edw. Now, brother Richard, Haflings, and the reft* M 
Yet thus far Fortune maketh us amends ; *J 

And fays, that once more I (hall interchange | 

My wained ftate for Henry's regal crown -si 

Well have we.pafs'd, and now repafs'd the feas* # 

And brought defired help from Burgundy. 
What then remains, we being thus arriv'd 
From Ravenfpurg, before the gates of York r 
But that we, enter as into our dukedom ? ~ 

Glo. The gates made faft ! brother, I like not this* g 
For many men that ftumble at the tbrefhold, 9 

Are well foretold that danger lurks within. I 

K. Edw. Turn ! man, aboadments muft not now af- m 
By fair or foul means we muft enter in, [fright usi & 

For hither will our friends repair to us. 

Haft. My l*iege> I'll knock once more to fummoa ** 
them. | 

Enter on the walls the Mayor of Torh y and his brethren* J 

Mayor. My Lords, we were forewarned of your coming,. * 
And mut the gates for fafety of ourfebea; 
For now we owe allegiance unto Henry. 

K. Edw. But, Mafter Mayor, if Henry be your King,. 
Yet Edward at the leaft is Duke of York. 
Mayor. True, my good Lotd^I Ywk ^ wv W WWW 
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K. Edw. Why, and I challenge nothing but my duke- 
j& being well content with that alone. 5 - [dom, 

Gk>. But when the fox has once got nVhis nofe* 
VU foon find means to make the body follow. ' \AJide- 

Haft. Why, Matter Mayor, why (land you in a doubt £ 

l the gates, we are King Henry's friends. 
"Mayor. Ay, (ay you fo? the gates (haU then be open'd. 

[Hedefcerids. 

Gio. A wife ftout captain, and perfuaded foon ! 

Haft. The good old man would fain that all were well* 

1 'twere not long of him ; but being enter'd, 
\ d&ubt not, X, but we mail foon perfuacta' 

oth him and all his brothers unto reafon* 

Enter the Mayor, and two Aldermen* 

K. Edw. So, Matter Mayor; thefe gates muft not be 
it in the night, or in the time of war. [(hut 

That ? fear not, man; but yield me up the keys; 

[Takes bis keys. 
! For Edward will defend the town and thee, 
And all thofie friends that deign to follow me. 

March* Enter Montgomery , with drum and Soldiers. 

Glo. Brother, this is Sir John Montgomery, 
Our trufty friend, unlefs 1 be deceived. 
K. Edw. Welcome, Sir John ; but why come you in 

arms? 
Mont. To herp King Edward in his time of ftorm, 
As every loyal fubjecl. ought to do. 

K. Edw. Thanks, good Montgomery : but we now* 
Our title to the crown, and only claim [forget 

Our dukedom, till God pteafe to fend the reft. 

Mont. Then fare you well; for I will hence again; 
I came to ferve a King, and not a Duke. 
Drummer, ftrike up, and let us march away. 

[ The drum begins a march. 
K. Edw. Nay, ftay, Sir John, awhile; and we'll de- 
By what fafe means the crown may be recover'd. [bate, 
Mont. What talk you of debating? in few words, 
: M you'll not here proclaim yourfelf our King, 
W HL leave you to your fortune, and be gone 
* Jmb 4teep them back that come to fuccour you. 
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Why (hall we fight, if you pretend no title ? 

Glo. Why, brother, wherefore itaad you on nice points? 

K. Edw. When we grow tlronger, then we'll make , 
our claim : "; ' 

Till then 'tis wifdom to conceal our meaning. 

Haft. Away with fcrupulous wit, now arms rmift rule*: 

Glo. And fearleis minds climb fooneft unto crowns. 
Brother, we will proclaim you out of hand ; 
The bruit thereof will bring you many friends. 

K. Edw. Then be it as you will; for 'tis my right, 1 
And Henry but ufurps the diadem. | 

Mont. Ay, now my Sov'reign fpeaketh like himfeHV | 
And now will I be Edward's champion. ' | 

Haft. Sound trumpet, Edward (hall be here proclaim'd : | 
Come, fellow-foldier, make thou proclamation. ! 

[Flourijh. j 

Sold. Edward the Fourth, by the grace of God, King of 
England, and France, and Lord of Ireland, &c. j 

Mont. And whofoe'er gainfays King Edward's right, \ 
By this 1 challenge him to fingle fight. J 

[Throws down his gauntlet* \ 

AIL Long live Edward the Fourth ! 

K. Edw. Thanks, brave Montgomery; and thanks 
If Fortune ferve me, I'll requite this kmdnefs. [to all. 
Now for this night, let's harbour here in York : 
And when tKe morning-fun fhall raifc his car \ 

Above the border of this horizon, 
We'll forward towards Warwick, and his mates;. 
For well 1 wot that Henry is no foldier. 
Ah, froward Clarence, evil it befeems thee 
To flatter Henry, and forfake thy brother! 
Yet as we may, we'll meet both thee and Warwick.. 
Come on, brave foldier s, doubt not of the day : 
And, that once gotten, doubt not of large pay. [Exeunt* 

SCENE IX. Changes again to London. 

Enter King Henrys Exeter, Warwick, Montague, Clarence, 
Oxford, and Somerfet. 

War. What counfel, Lords? Edward from Belgia,. 
With hsi&y Germans, and Uuut, Yk&a&tan* 
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Hath pafs'd in fafcty through the narrow fea* 
And with his troops doth march amain to London, 
And many giddy people flock to him. 

K. Henry* Let's levy men, and beat him back again* 

Clar. A little fire is quickly trodden out, 
Which being fufier'd, rivers cannot quench. 

War. In Warwickfhire I have true-hearted friend** 
Not mutinous in peace, yet bold in war, 
Thofe wiH I mutter up ; and thou, fon Clarence* 
Shall; iHr, ia Suffolk, Norfolk, and in Kent, 
The knights and gentlemen to come with thee. 
Thou, brother Montague, in Buckingham, 
Northampton, and in Leicefterftrire, (halt find 
Men well inchVd to hear what thou command* ft. 
And thou, brave Oxford, wondrous weU belov'd* 
In Oxfordfhire wait m after up thy friends. 
My Sovereign, with the loving citfaens, 
(Like to his. iflaad girt with th' ocean, 
Or modeft Dian circled with her nymphs,) 
Shall reft in London till we come to him. 
Fair Lords, take leave, and ftand not to reply. 
Farewell, my Sovereign. 

K. Henry. Farewell, my He&o*, and my Tioy'ft tr»£ 



Clar. In figu of truth, I kus yottr Highnefk' hand. 

K. Henry. Well-minded Clarence, he thou fortunate k 

Mont. Comfort, my Lord, and fo I take my leave. 

Oxf. And thus I feal my truth, and bid adieu. 

K. Henry. Sweet Oxford, and my loving Montague* 
And all at once, once more a happy farewell. 

War, Farewell, fweet Lords; let's meet at Coventry* 

[Exeunt. 

K. Henry. Here at the palace will I reft a while. 
Coufin of Exeter, what thinks your Lordihip ? 
Methinks the pow'r that Edward hath in field, 
Should not be able to encounter mine. 

Exc. The doubt is, that he will feduce the reft. ' 
f[. Henry. That's not my fear, my deed hath got me 
1 1 have not ftopt mine ears, to their demajads, [fame ;. 
' Nor polled off their fuits with flow delays; 
1 My pity hath been balm to heal their wound*,' 
" rli i&tb allay 'd tietr fweiling grirffti 
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My mercy dry'd their water-flowing tears. 
I have not been defirous of their wealth, 
Nor much opprefs'd them with great fubfidies, 
Nor forward of revenge, though they much err'd. 
Then why fhould they love Edward more than me ? 
No, Exeter, thefc graces challenge grace: 
And when the lion fawns upon the lamb, v 
The lamb will never ceafe to follow him. 

[Shout within. A Lancajhr! a Lancq/lerS 

Exe. Hark, hark, my Lord, what fhouts are thefe? V 

• 
Enter King Edward, Gloucejler, £ffr. with Soldiers. 

K. Edw. Seize on the fhame-fac'd Henry, bear him 
And once again proclaim us King of England. [hence* 
You are the fount that make fmall brooks to flow; 
Now llops thy fpring, my fea (hall fuck them dry, 
And fwell fo much the higher, by their ebb 
Hence with him to the Tow'r, let him not fpeak. 

[Ex. with King Henry* \ 
And, Lords, to Coventry bend we our courfe, 
Where peremptory Warwick now remains. x 
The fun fhines hot ; and if we ufe delay, 
Cold biting winter mars our hop'd for hay. 

Glo. Away betimes, before his forces join ; 
And take the great-grown traitor unawares : 
Brave warriors, march amain towards Coventry. [Exeunt* 1 

ACT V. SCENE I. 

Before the town of Coventry* 

Enter Warwick, the Mayor of Coventry, two Mejfengers 

and others, upon the walls. > < 

War. VV HERE is the poft; that came from 
valiant Oxford? 
How far hence is thy Lord, mine honeft fellow? 

I Mejf. By this at Dunfmore, matching hitherward. 
War. How far off is our brother Montague? 
Where is the poft that came from Montague ? 
2 Mef By this at Daintty, w\i\v^^^^xxa^; 
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Enter Somervtlle^ 

War. Say, Somerville, what -fays my loving fon ? 
And by thy.guefs how nigh is Clarence now? 

Somerv. At Southam I did leave him with his forces, 
And do expect him here fome two hours hence. > 
, War. Then Clarence is at hand, I hear hi*3 drum. » 

Somerv* It is not his, my Lord; here Southam lies: 
The drum your Honour hears, marcheth from Warwick. 

War* Who fhould that be ? belike nnlook'd-for friends. 

Somerv. They are at hand, and you fhali quickly know. 

March* Flottrift). Enter King Edwardy Gloucefler. and 
Soldiers* 

EL Ed*w. Go trumpet, to the walls, and (bund a parley. 

Glo. See how the furly Warwick mans the wall. 

War Oh, unhid fpight! is fportful Edward come? 
pWhere flept our fcouts, or how are they feduc'd, 
That we could hear no news of his repair? 

K. Edw. Now, Warwick, wilt thou ope the city-gates, 
Speak gentle words, and humbly bend thy knee, 
Call Edward King, and at his hands beg mercy ? 
And he (hall pardon thee thefe outrages. 
v • War. Nay, rather wilt thou draw thy forces hence, 
Confefs who fet thee up and pluck 'd thee down, 
Call Warwick patron, and be penitent? 
And thou fhalt ftill remain the Duke of York. 

Glo. I thought at leaft he would have faid the King ; 
Or did he make the jeft againft his will? 

War. Is not a dukedom, Sir, a goodly gift? 

Glo. Ay, by my faith, for a poor Earl to give ; 
111 do thee fervice for fo good a gift. 

Wan. 'Twas I that gave the kingdom to thy brother. 

K. Edw. Why, then 'tis mine, if but by Warwick's 

g* ft - 
War. Thou art no Atlas for fo great a weight: 

And, weakling! Warwick takes his gift again; „ 

And Henry is my King, Warwick his fubjec\. 

, t&Mdw* But Warwick's King is Edward's pufotvw. 

Afidjgalhat Warwick, do but anfwer this, 
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What is the body when the head is ofR 

GIo. Alas ! that Warwick had no more fore-catt* 
But while he thought to fteal the fingle ten, 
The King was fifty fingerM from the deck. 
You left poor Henry at the Bifhop's palace, 
And ten to one you'll meet him in the Tower. * 
K. Edw. 'Tis even (o, yet you are Warwick ftilL 
GIo. Come, Warwick, take the time, kneel down, 
kneel down : 
Nay, when ? ftrike now, or elfe the iron cools. 

War. I'd rather chop this hand off at a blow, 
And with the other fling it at thy face, ' 

Than bear fo low a fail to ftrike to thee. 

K. Edw. Sail how thou canft, have wind and tide 
thy friend, 
This hand, faft wound ?bout thy coal-black hair, 
Shall,, while thy head is warm and new cut off, 
Write in the duft this fentence with thy blood, , 

Wind-changing Warwick now can change no more* 

SCENE II. Enter Oxford, with drum and colours* 

War. O chearful colours ! fee where Oxford comes. 

Oxf. Oxford !* Oxford ! for Lancafter! 

GIo. The gates are open, let us enter too. 

K. Edw. So other foes may fet upon our backs. 
Stand we in good array; for they, no doubt, 
Will iffue out again,* and bid us battle j 
If not, the city being of fmall defence, 
We'll quickly roufe the traitors in the fame. 

War. O, welcome, Oxford ! for we want thy help. 

Enter Montague , with drum and colours. 

Mont. Montague ! . Montague ! for Lancafter. 

Glo. Thou, and thy brother both, fhall buy this treafoa 
Even with the deareft blood your bodies bear* 

K> Edw. The harder match'd, the greater vi&ory ; 
My mind prefageth happy gain and cohqueft. 

Enter Somerfci> with drum and colours. 

Som. Somerfet ! Somerfet ! for Lancafter. 
GIo. Two of thy name, bol\\ Dwk^ of Somerfet, 
Have fold their lives unto the Wife q^q\V, 



HrW thou fkaltlje the third, if this f word hold. 
g ifofcr Clarence, with drum and colours. 

War. And lo, where George of Clarence (weeps along* 
Df force enough to bid his brother battle: 
With whom an upright zeal to right prevails 
More than the nature of a brothers loye, 
Dome, Clarence, come ; thou wilt if Warwick call.— 
[A parky* is founded; Richard and Clarence nvkifysr to* 
gether; and then Clarence takes his red rqfe out of his 
Lat 3 and throws ft vt Warwick. 
Clar. ' Father of Warwick, know yoti what Ihis /Uie^ns ? 
Look here, 1 tfirow my infamy at thee. 
di I will not ruinate ray father's houfe, 

(Who gave his bloodto lime the ftoiies together,) 

And fet up Lancafter. Why, trow'ft thou, Warwick, 

*Fhat Clarence is fo harm, fo blunt, unnatural, 

To, bend the fatal inftruments of war 

Again ft his brother, and his lawful King-? 

Fcrhap3 thou wilt objeft my. holy oath 2 

To keep that oath were # more , impiety, 

Than Jephtha?s when he facrifie'd his daughter* 

I am fo forry for my trefpafs made, 

That, to deferve well at my brothers hands* 

Ihere proclaim myfelf thy iportal foe ; ' 

With refaction, wtyeKefoe'er ( meet thee, 

|As I will meet thee if thou ftirabroad,) 

To plague thee for thy foul mificadtng me. 

fAnd fo proud-hearted Warwick. 1 defy thee* 

"nd to my brother turn my blufhing cheeks. 

Pardon me, Edward, I will make amends : 

d, r Richard, dp not frown upon my faults^ 
lor I will henceforth: be no more unconftant. 
J'HT. Edw. jJow welcome more, and ten times mofc 
**han if thou never hadft deCerv'd pur hate. [belov'd, 
Gh. Welcome, gond Clarence, this is brother-like. 
ffiar O paGng traitor, perjur'd and unjuftl 
J&Edwi. What, Warwick, wilt thou leave the town 
and fight ? , ' 

Jflr ftaH we bcaft the ftones about thine e&rs ? 
\rj%&'- *§ h*> Jjmj mt coop'd here for defence v 
WmM away towards fiarnet pre/eutlr. 
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And bid thee battle, Edward, if thou dar'ft. 

K. Ediv. Yes, Warwick, Edward dares, and leads 
the way. 
Lords, to the field ; St. George and vi&ory ! [Exeunt. 
[March, Warwick and bis company follow. 

SCENE III. A field of battle near Barnct. 

^Alarum and excur/ions. Enter Edward, bringing forth 
Warwick wounded. 

K. Ed<u>. So, lie thou there: die thou, and die our 
For Warwick was a bug that fcar'd us all. [fear; 

Now, Montague, fit faft, I feek for thee, 
That Warwick's bones may keep thine company. [Exit. 

War Ah, who is nigh ? come to me, friend, or foe, 
And tell me who is vi&or, York, or Warwick? ,. 
Why afk 1 that ? my mangled body mews, 
My blood, my want of ftrength, my fick heart (hews, 
That I muft yield my body to the earth, 
And, by my fall, the conqueft to my foe. 
Thus yields the cedar to the ax's edge, 
Whofe arms gave fhelter to the princely eagle ; 
Under whofe (hade the ramping lion flept, 
Whofe top branch overpeer'd Jove's fpreading tree, 
And kept low fhrubs from winter's pow'rful wind. 
Thefe eyes that now are dimm'd with death's black veil, 
Have been as piercing as the mid-day fun, 
To fearch the fecret treafons of the world. 
The wrinkles in my brow, now fill'd with blood, 
Were lik'ned oft t j kingly fepulchres: 
For who bVd King, but I could dig his grave? 
And who durft fmile when Warwick fcent his brow? 
Lo! now my glory fmear'd in dufl and bloocl, I 

My parks, my walks, my manors that I had, 
Even now forfake me; and of all my lands 
Is nothing left me but my body's length. j 

Why, what is pomp, rule, reign, but earth and duft? ! 
And live we how we can, yet die we muft. 

Enter Oxfird and Somerfet. 
Som. A h ! Warwick, W armcV^ >Ntx\. \N\c>>\ *& ^t ^x^ 
We might recover all our \ofe *£*uu 
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c Queen from France hath brought a puiflant pow'rfr 
en now we heard the news. Ah, couldft thou fly ! 
War. Why, then I would not fly. — Ah, Montague, 
thou be there, fweet brother take, my hand, 
ud wi{h thy lips keep in my foul a while, 
bou lov'ft me not; for, brother, if thou didft, 
by tears would wafh this cold congealed blood, 
lat gkws my lips, and will not let me fpeak. 
Iwne quickly, Montague, or I am dead. 
Som. Ah, Warwick, Montague hath breathM his lait^ 
Jid to the lateft gafp cry'd out for Warwick : 
ind faid, Commend me to my valiant brother. 
Ind more he would have faid, and more he fpoke^ 
Ruch founded like a clamour in a vault, 
tat might not be diftrnguinVd ; but at laft 
well might hear deliver'd with a groan* 
), farewell, Warwick! 

War. Sweetly reft his foul! 
Fly, Lords, and fave yourfelves ; for Warwick bids 
lou all farewell, to meet again in heaven. [Zta/v 

Oxf. Away, away, to meet the Queen's great power, 
[They bear away bis body, and exeunt* 

SCENE IV. 
Changes to another part of the fold. 

irj/b. Enter King Edward in triumph; with Gtou- 
cejicri Clarence, and the reft. 

K. Edw. Thus far our fortune keeps an upward courfe, 
Ind we are grac'd with wreaths of victory. 
But, in the midftY of this bright- mining day, 
I fpy a black, fufpicious, threat'ning cloud, 
Tiat will encounter with our glorious fun, 

! he attain his eafeful weftern bed: 
(mean, my Lords, thofe powers that the Queen 
ftath rais'd in Gallia, have arriv'd our coaft, 
as we hear, march on to fight with us. 
C&rr. A little gale will foon difperfc that cloud, 
nd blow it to the fource from whence it came. 

very beams will dry thofe vapours up; 
; every cloud engenders not a ftorm. 
&&. The Queen is valued thirty thoufaud ftxQTWN 

O 2 £>sA 
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And Somerfet, with Oxford, fled to her. 

If fhc hath time to breathe, be well affur'd, „ 

Her faction will be full as ftrong as ours*. 

K. Edtu. We are advertisM by our loving friends^ 
That they do hold their courfe toward Tewkfbury. 
We having now the beft at Barnet field, 
Will thither ftraight ; for wiDingnefs rids away : 
And as we march, our ftrength will be augmented 
In every county as we go along: 
Strike up the drum, cry, Courage \ and away. [Exeunf* 

SCENE V. Changes to Tewhjbury. 

March* Enter the Queen, Prince of Wales, SoMerJeJj 
Oxford, and Soldiers. 

Queen. Great Lords, wife men ne'er fit and waff taeijfl 
But chearly feek how to redrefs their harms. [lofij 

What though the maft be now blown over-board. 
The cable broke, the holding-anchor loft, 
And half our faflors fwallow'd in the flood? 
Yet live* our pilot ftfli Is't meet that he 
Should leave the helm, and, like a fearful lad, 
With tearful eyes add water to the fea* 
And give more ftrength to that which hath too much* 
While in his moan the (hip fplits on the rock, 
Which induftry and courage might have fav'd? 
Ah, what a fhame ! ah, what a fault were this ! : 
Say Warwick was our anchor, what of that ? 
And Montague our top-maft, what of him ? 
Our flaughter'd friends, the tackle, what of thefe? 
Why, is not Oxford here another anchor? 
And Somerfet another goodly maft ? 
The friends of France our fhrouds and tacklfngs ft3I^ 
And though unfkilful, why not Ned and I 
Tor once allbw'd the ftilful pilot's charge? 
We will not from the helm to fit and weep, 
But keep our courfe (though the rough wind fay, No); 
From fhelves and rocks that threaten us with wreck:. 
As good to chide the waves, as fpeak them fair. 
And what is Edward, but a ruthlefs fea? ^ 
What Clarence, but a quick. (&*& <£ toss!?-. 
And Richard, but * rag&eoJauV wk\ 
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,AU thefe the enemies to our poor bark. 

Say you can fwim, alas, 'tis but a while; 

Tread on the fand, why, there you quickly fink; 

Beftride the rock, the tide will wafh you off, 

Orelfe you famifh; that's a threefold death. 

This fpeak I, Lords, to let you underftand, 

Id cafe fome one of you would fly from us, 

That there's no hop'd-for mercy with the brothers, 

More than with ruthlefs waves, with fands, and rocks. 

Why, courage, then ! what cannot be avoided, 

'Twere chUdim weaknefs to lament or fear. 

Prince. Methinks a woman of this valiant fpirit 
Should, if a 1 coward heard her fpeak thefe words, 
Infufe his bread with magnanimity, 
And make him, naked, foil a man at arms* 
1 fpeak not this, as doubting any here: 
For did I but fufpect a fearful man, 
He mould have leave to go away betimes ; 
Left, in our need, he might infect another, f 
And make him of like fpirit to himfelf. 
If any fuch be here, (as God forbid ! ) 
Let him depart before we need his help. 

Oxf. Women and children of fo high a courage-!' 
And warriors faint ! why, 'twere perpetual fhame. 
0h, brave young Prince ! thy famous grandfather 
Doth live again in thee; long may'ft thou live, 
To bear his image, and renew his glories ! 

Som. And he that will not fight for fuch a hope, 
Go home to bed, and, like the owl by day, 
If hearife, be mock'd and wonder'd at* 
i Queen. Thanks, gentle Somerfet; fweet Oxford,, 
thanks. , [elfe. 

Prince. And take his thanks, that yet hath nothing. 

Enter a Mijffenger.- 

Me£, Prepare you, Lords; for Edward is at hand, / 
Ready to fight ; therefore be refolute 

Oxf T 1 thought no lefs; it is. his. policy, 
To hafte thus faft to find us unprovided. 

Som. But he's deceiv'd; we are in readinefs.. 

Queen. This' cheers my heart, to fee yoyr forwardnefs.- 

Qx£. Here pitch our battle, hence we will not- Wd^t 



&* 



r#4 THE THHtD PAJtT OP A& fY 

SCENE V[. 

March. Enter King Edward, Gkuce/ter% Cl&eheti and 

Soldier*. 

K. Edw. Brave followers, yonder ftands the thorns- 
wood. 
Which, by the heavVs affiftance and yoiir ftrength* 
Mud by the roots be hewn up yet ere night. 
I need not add more fewel to your fire, 
(For well I wot ye blaze,') to burn them out: 
Give fignal to the fight, and to it, Lords. 

Queen. Lords, Knights, and Gentlemen, what I fhoulck 
My tears gainfay ; for every word I fpeak, [&y> 

Ye fee, I drink the water of my eye. 
Therefore no more but this: Henry, your Sovereign, 
Is prifoner to the foe, his (late ufurp'd, 
His realm a flaughter-houfe, his fubje&s flafn, 
His ftatutes cancelPd, and his treafure fpent; 
And yonder is the wolf that makes this fpoiL 
You fight in juftice: then, fn God's name, Lord3, 
Be valiant, and give fignal to the battle. 

Alarm. Retreat. Excursions, Both parties go out. 

Re-enter King- Edward, Gloucefier > Clarence, &V. Tb** 
Queen, Oxford, and Sfimerfet, prifpners* 

K. Edw. Now here's a period: of tumultuous broils. 
Away with. QxJford jto Hammes caftle ftraight :. 
For Somerfet) off with his guilty head. 
Go, bear them hence: I will not hear them fpeak. 

Oxf. For my part, Til not trouble thee with word** 

Som. Nor 1, but ftaop with patience to my fortune, 

[Exeunt* 

Queen* So part we fadly in this troublous world. 
To meet with joy in fweet Jerusalem. 

K. Ednv. Is proclamation made, that who finds Ed* 
Shall have a high reward, and he his life? [ward,, 

Glo. It is* and, IqJ where youthfiil Edward comes. 

Enter the Prince of Wales* 
K. Ed<w.. Bring forth the gallant, let us hear him fytJu 
Wliat i cm fo young 4 tkora V^fc\a ^xfek? 
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Edward, what iatisra&ion canft thou make, 
for bearing arms, for itirring up my fubje&v 
And all the trouble thou hail turn'd me to? 

Prince Speak like a fubje&, proud ambitious York. 
Snppofe that I am now my father's mouth ; 
Relign thy chair; and, where 1 (fend, kneel thou, 
Whilft 1 propofe the felf-fame words to thee, 
Which, traitor, thou wooldft fiav£ me ahfwer to. 

Queen. Ah! that thy father had been fo refolv'd!' 

Glo. That you might ftill have worn the petticoat, 
And ne'er have ftol'n the breech from Lancafter. 

Prince. Let 2Efoj> fable in a winter's night; 
His currifh riddles fort not with this place. 

Glo* By heaven, braf, I'll plague ye for that word. 

Queen. Ay, thou waft born to be a plague to men, 

Glo. For God's fake, take away this captive fcold. 

Prince. Nay, take away thia fcolding crook-back rather. 

K. Edw. Peace, wilful boy., or I will charm your tongue . 

Clar. Untutor'd lad, thou-art too malapert. 

Prince. I know my duty, you're undutiftii : 
iafcivious Edward, and thouperjur'd George,, 
And' thou mif-fhapen Dick, I tell ye all, 
I am your better, traitors as ye are:. 
And thou ufurp'ft my father's right andVmihe. 

Glo. Take that, thou likenefs of. this railerhere* 

[Stafa him*. 

K» Edw* And take thou that, to end thy agony. 

[Edward Jlabs him* 

Clar* And there's for twitting me with perjury. 

[Clarence Jlabs him*. 

Queen. Oh, till me too ! 

Glo. Marry, and (hall. [Offers to hill her^ 

K* Edw. Hold, Richard, hold; for we have done too 
much. 

&o. Why mould (he live, to fill the world with words? 

Kp Edw. What? doth (he fwoon? ufe means for her 
recov'ry. 
• Gh. Clarence, excufe me to the King my brother; 
Ml hence to London on a ferious matter. 
Ire ye come there, be fure to hear fome news* 

». • Ckr* 
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Clar. What? what? 

Glo. The Tower, man, the Tower! PU root 'em* 

out. 

Open. Oh Ned. fwcet Ned! fpeak to thy mother, boy. 
Can't thou not fpeak' O traitors, murderers! 
They that ftabb'd Caefar, fhed no blood at all, 
Did not offend, and were not worthy blame, 
If this foul deed were by to equal it. 
He was a man; this (in refpe&) a child; 
And: men ne'er fpend their fury on a child. 
What's worfe than murderer, that I may name it? 

No, no, my heart will burft, and if I fpeak 

And, 1 will fpeak, that fo my heart may burft. 
Butchers and villains, bloody canibals, 
How fweet a plant have you untimely croptf 
You have no children. Butchers, if you had 
The thought of them would have ftirr'd up remorfe ; 
But if you ever chance to have a child, 
Look in his, youth to have him fp cut off; 
„ As, deathfmen I you have rid this fweet young prince. 

K. Ediv. Away w;th her, go bear her hence by force* 

Queen. Nay, never bear me hence, difpatch me here : 
Here (heath thy fword, I'll pardon thee my death. 
What ? wilt.thou not ? then, Clarence, do it thou. 

Clar. By heaven, I will not do thee fo much eafe. 

Queen* Good Clarence, do; fweet Clarence, do tKou: 
do it. 

Clar* Didft thou not hear me fvvear I would not do it?: 

Queen. Ay, but thou ufeft to forfwear thyfelf : 
'Twas fin before, but now 'tis charity. 
What, wilt thou not? Where is that devil butcher, 
Richard? hard favour 'd Richard, where art thou ? 
Thou art not here: murder is thy alms-deed. 
Petitioner for blood thou ne'er putt'fl back. 

K. Ediv. Away, 1 fay ; 1 charge ye, bear her hence. . 

Queen, So come to you and yours, . as to this prince ! 

[Exit Queen.. 

K. Edw. Where's Richard gone ? 

C^ar To London all in poft, and, as I guefs, 
To make a bloody {upper in the Tower. 

K Edw. He's fudden, if a. thing comes in head. 
Now march we hence, difcharge the common f^rt 

r 
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With pay and thank*; and kt-8 away to London, 

And fee our gentle Queen, how well (he fares* 

By this 1 hope (he hatE a fan for me. [2kh«/.. 

SCENE Vil. Changes to the Tower of London. 

Enter King Henry and Glouce/ler, with the Lieutenant o* 
the Tower walls. 

Glo. Good d*y, my Lord; what! at your book f» 

hard? 
K. Henry. Ay, Ay good Lord ; my Lord; I fhould fay* 
Tis fin to flatter, good was little better: -[rathe*;: 

Good Glo'fter, and good devil, were alike, f 

And both* prepoft'rousf therefore, riot good Lord. 
Glo. Sir, leave us to ourfeives, we mull confer. 

[Exit Lieutenant* 
K. Henry. So flies the recklefs fhepherd from the wolf J. 
So firft the harmiefs flock doth yield his fleece, 
And next his throat, unto the butcher's knife. 
What fcene.qf death hath Richard now to aft? 

Glo. Suipfefbn always haunts the guilty mind; 
The thief doth fear each bufh an officer. 

K. Henry. The bird that hath been limed in srbuuV 
With tiiefcobling wmge mifdoubtcthevVy bufh; 
And If the hapfefs mak to one feveet bird, 
Hate now the fetal object in my eye, * . 

Where my poof ydnng washWd, was caught, and kill'di' 

Glo. Why, what a pcevifh 1bol was that of Crete, 
That taught his fon the office of a fowl? 
And yet, for aft his wings, the fool was drown'd. 
K. Henry. 1, Dedalue; my poor boy, Icarus; 
Thy father, Minos that deny'd our courfe ; 
The fan* that fear'd the wings of my fweet boy,. 
Thy brother Edward; and thyfelf,, the fea* 
Whofe envious gufyh did fwaUow up his life* 
Ah, kill me with thy weapon, not with words r 
My breaft can better brook thy dagger's point, 
Than can my ears that tragic hiftory. 
•ut wherefore doft thou Come? Is't for my life? 
t G/o. Tbink'A thou I am an executioner^ 
JC Jfotry. A perfeevtor I am fure thoi* wt. 
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If murd'ring innocents be executing, 
Why then thou art an executioner. 

Glo. Thy fon I kilTd for his prefumption. 

K. Henry Hadft thou been kill'd when firft thou didft 
Thou hadft not liv'd to kill a fon of mine. jjprcfume, 

And thus I prophcfy, that many a thou fan d 
Which now miftruft no parcel of my fear, 
And many an old man«*s figh, and many a widow's, 
And many an orphan's water- (landing eye, 
(Men for their fons, wives for their hu (bands' fate, 
And orphans for their parents' timelefs death,) 
Shall rue the? hour that ever thou waft born. 
The owl (hriek'"d at thy birth, an evil fign ; 
The night-crow cry'd, a boding lucklefs tune; 
Dogs howl'd, and hideous tempeft (hook down trees * 
The raven croak 'd hoarfe on the chimney's top, 
And chattering pyes in difmal difcords fung. 
Thy mother felt more than a mother's pain, 
And yet brought forth lefs than a mother's hope, 
To wit, an indigefted deform'd lump, 
Not like the fruit of fuch a goodly tree. t 

Teeth hadft thou in thy head when thou wail born,, 
To (ignify thou cam'ft to bite the world : 
And, if the reft be true which I have heard, 
Thou cam'ft into the world with thy legs forward. 

Glo. I'll hear no more i die, prophet, ia, thy fpeechi t 

Fbr this, amongft the reft* was I ordain'd- .,,., ._. , v 
K. Henry. Ay, and foi* much, more flaugbjer after 
this- — — . 

O God! forgive my fins, and pardon, thee! ^ £ Dieu 
Glo. What! will th'afpiring blood of Lancafterv 

Sink in the ground? I thought it would have mounted, t 

See how my fword weeps for the poor King's death ! j 

may fuch purple tears be always fhed,* , 
From thofe who w&h the downfal of our houfe,! 

If any fpark' of life be yet remaining, . ' , . . 
Down, dowji to hell, and fay I fent thee thither, 

[Stabs him again^ 

1 that have neither pity, love, nor fear. 
Indeed 'tis true that Henry told me of : 

For 1 luve ofteirheard my motive* ta^, 
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I came into the world with my legs forward. 
Had I not reafon, think ye, to make hafte, 
And feek their ruin that ufurp'd our right? 
The midwife wonder'd, and the women cry'd, 
O, Jefus blefs us, he is born with teeth ! 
And fo I was ; which plainly fignify'd 
That I mould fnarl and bite, and play the dog. 
I Then, (ince the heav'ns have fhap'd my body fo, 
Let hell make crook'd my mind, to anfwer it. 
1 had no father, I am like no father ; 
I have no brother, I am like no brother; 
And this word love, which grey-beards call divine^ 
Be refident in men like one another, 

And not in me ! I am myfelf alone. 

Clarence, beware ; thou keep'ft me from the light ; 

But I will fort a pitchy day for thee : 

For I will buzz abroad fuch prophecies, 

That Edward (hall be fearful of his life, 

And then to purge his fear, I'll be thy death. 

King Henry, and the Prince his fon, are gone ; 

Clarence, thy turn is next, and then the reft j 

Counting myfelf but bad, till I be bed. 

I'll throw thy body in another room ; 

And triumph, Henry ! in the day of doom. [Exit. 

SCENE VIII. The palace in London. 

Enter King Ednuard^ £hteen 9 Clarence^ Gloucefler y Hqftings y 
Nurfe, and Attendants. 

K~ Edw. Once more we fit on England's royal throne, 
Repurchas'd with the blood of enemies. 
What valiant foe-men, like to autumn's corn, 
Have we mow'd down in top of all their pride? 
Three Dukes of Somerfet, threefold renown'd 
For hardy and undoubted champions. 
""Vo Cliffords, as the father and the fon; 
two North umber lands, two braver men 
fpurr'd their courfers at the trumpet's found; 
them the two brave bears, Warwick and Montague, 
in |Jieir chains fetter'd the kingly lion, 
"jnade the fcreil tremble when they roa^d* 
have wefwept Sufpicion from ouv £eat, 
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And made olir footftool of Security. 
Come hither, Bcfs, and let me kifs my boy. 
Young Ned, for thee, thine uncles and rayfelf 
Have in our armours watch'd the winter-night, 
Went all afoot in fummpr's fcalding heat, 
That thou might'ft repoffefs the crown in peace; 
And of our labours thou (halt reap the gain. 
Glo. I'll blaft his harveft, if your head were "\ 
laid, J 

For yet I am not lookM on in the - world. | 

This moulder wps ordain'd fo thick, to "heave; Y^fide, 
And heave it {hall fame weight, or breast , my 

back ; 
Work thou the way, and that (hall execute. 

[ Pointing to his head- ~ * 
K. Bdtv. Clarence and Glo'fter, love my lovely Queen; 
And kifs your princely nephew, brothers both. 
Clar. The duty that I owe your Majefty, , 
I feal upon #he lips of this fweet babe. 

Queen. Thanks, Noble Clarence; worthy brother, 

thanks. 

Glo. And that 1 love the tree from whence ^thqu . j 
fprang'ft, ' , ' .,* i 

Wit nefs the Joving kifs I give the; fruit.-: — — — 
To fay the truth, fo Judas kifs'd his mafter, *} 
And cry'd, All hail! when as he # meant alb > sf/ide. 
harm. J - 

K. Ed<iv. Now am I feated as my foui delights,- 
Having my country's peace and brothers' loves. 

Clar. What will your Grace have done with Marga- 
Reignier her father, to the King of Trance [ret? 

Hath pawn'd the SjciIs and Jerufalem, 
And hither have they fent it for her ranfom. 

K, Eclnp. Away with her, and waft her jience to 
France. - • 

And now what refts, but that we fpend the time 
With ftately triumphs, mirthful comic (hows, 
Such as befit the pleafure of the court? 
Sound, drums and trumpets; farewell, four Annoy! 
For here 1 hope begins our Lifting joy. [Exeunt omn{t. 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 

The court. 
Enter Richard Duke of Gloucefter folut„ 

Glo. X^ OW is the winter of our difcon tent 
Made glorious Cummer by this fun of York ; 
And all the clouds that lowr'd upon our houfe, 
In the deep bofom of the ocean bury'd. * 
Now are our brows bound with victorious wreaths, 
Our bruifed arms hung up for monuments, 
Our item alarums chang'd to merry meetings, 
Our dreadful marches to delightful meafures. 
Grim-vifag'd War hath fmooth'd his wrinkled front; 
And now, inftead of mounting barbed Heeds 
To fright the fouls of fearful adverfaries, 
He capers nimbly in a lady's chamber, s 

To the laftivious pleafing of a lute. 
But I, that am not fhap'd for fportive tricks, 

Nor made to court an am'rous looking- glafs; 

I, that am rudely ftamp'd, and want love's majefty, 
To ftrut before a wanton, ambling nymph ; 
I, that am curtail'd of this fair proportion, 
Cheated of feature by diflembling * Nature, 
Deform 'd^unfiniftVd, fent before my time 
Into this breathing world, fcarce half made up ; 
And that fo lamely and unfafliionably, 
That dogs bark at me as I halt by them : 
Why J (in this weak piping time of peace) 
Have no delight to pafs away the time, 
1 Unlefs to fpy my fhadow in the fun, 

And defcant on mine own deformity, f' 

And therefore, fince I cannot prove a lover, 

To entertain thefe fair weli-fpoken days, 

I an/ determined to prove a villain, 

And hate the idle pleafures of thefe days. 

•Plots have I laid, inductions dangerous, 

JBy drunken prophecies, libels, and dreams, 

* By dijembling is not meant ty|>ocrittcal rnxwt, ^fiaax ^tfttends 
one thing and does another; but ratute ttaVftt* \n^V«x^&w 
>/ a diffimilar fciud, as a bmt iov\ *** * ^«B*fc\**v 
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Cp fet my brother Clarence and the King 
deadly hate, the one again ft the other: 
Ind if King Edward be as true and juft, 
As I am fubtle, falfe, and treacherous, 
This day fhould Clarence clofely be mew'd up, 
About a prophecy, which fays, that G. 
Of Edward's heirs the murderer fliall be. 
Dive, thoughts, down* to my foul ! here Clarence comes* 

.Mntef Clarence guarded, and Brakentury. 

BrotHer, good day ; what means this armed guard 
That waits upon your Gra*ce ? 

Clar. His Majefty, 
Tcnd'ring my perfon's fafety, hath appointed 
This conduct to convey me to the T ower. 
Glo. Upon what caufe? 
Cfar. Becaiife my name 13 George. 
Slo. Alack, my Lord, that fault is none of yours: 
He fhould: for that commit your godfathers. 
Belike his Majefty hath fome intent, 
That you mould be new chriftened in the Tower. 
But what's the matter, Clarence, may I know ? 

Clar. Yea, Richard, when 1 know ; for I proteft 
As yet I do not ; but, as I can learn, 
He hearkens after prophecies and dreams, 
And from the crofs-row plucks the letter G? 
And fays a wizard told hkn, that by G 
His iffuc disherited fhould be. 
And for my name of George begins with* G, 
It follows in his thought that 1 am he. 
Thefe, as I learn, and fuch like toys a3 thefe, 
Have mov'd his Highnefs to commit me now. 

Glo, Why, this it is, when men are rul'd by women 
Tis not the King that fends you to the Tower; 
My Lady Gray his wife, Clarence, 'tis fhe 
That tempts him to thisjjiarfh extremity. 
^Vasit not fhe, and that good man of worfhip, 
ny Woodvil her brother there, 

him fend Lord Haftings to the Tower? 
met this day he is delivered. 
fafe; Clarence, we are not fafe. 
tt&v'a, I think there is no man fecuirc 
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Bat the Queen's kindred, and night-walking heralds, • 
That trudge between the King and Miftrefs Shores 
Heard you not what an humble fuppliant 
Lord Haftings was to her for his delivery ? - 

Glo. Humbly complaining to her deity. 
Got my Lord Chamberlain hie liberty. 

I'll tell you what; 1 think it is our way* 

If we will keep in favour with the King, 

To be her men, and wear her livery. 

The jealous overworn widow, and herfelf, 

Since that our brother dubb'd them gentlewomen* 

Are mighty goffips in this monarchy. 

Brak. I beg your Graces both to pardon me : j 

His Majefty has ftraitly giv'n in charge, 
That no man (hall have private conference, \ 

Of what degree foever, with your brother. ! 

Glo. Ev*n fo, an^ pleafe your Worship, Brakcnburj! 
You may partake of any thing we fay : j 

We fpeak no treafon, man we (ay the King I 

Is wife and virtuous ; and his Nohle Queen 
Well ftrook in years; fair, and not over-jealous 
We fay that Shore's wife hath a pretty foot, 
A cherry lip, a paffing pleafing tongue: 
That the Queen's kindred are made gentle-folk. 
How fay you, Sir? can you deny all this ? 

Brak. With this, ray Lord, myfelf have nought to d( 

Glo. What, fellow? nought to do with Miftrefs Shore 
I tell you, Sir, he that doth naught with her, 
Excepting one, were beft to do it fecretly* 

Brak. What one, my Lord? 

Glo. Her hufband, knave — wouldft thou betray me? 

Brak, 1 do befecch your Grace to pardon me, 
And to forbear your conference with the Duke. 

Oar. We know thy charge, Brakenbury, and w: 
, obey. 

Glo. We are the Queen's abjjjfts, * and muft obey* 
Brother, farewell ; I will unto the King, 
And whatfoe'er you will employ me in, 

SWere it to call King Edward's widow filler,) 
will perform it to infranchife you. 
Mean time, this deep d\£grace ot \yco\^t\VwA 
Touche$ me deeper tVian you c*si vk^o^^v 
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Glar. I know it pleafeth neither of us well. 

Glo. Well, your imprifonment fhall not be long; 
I will deliver you, or elfe lie for you. 
Mean time have patience. 

Clar. I ma ft perforce ; farewell. £ Exe. Bt*ak. Clan 

Glo. Go, tread the path that thou malt ne'er return ;. 
Simple, plain Clarence! — >-I do love thee fo, 
That I will ftiortly fend thy foul to heav'n, 
If heav'n will take the prefent at my hands. 
But who, comes here? the new deliver* d Haflings?: 

Enter Lord Haftings. 

Haft. Good time of day unto my gracious Lord. 

Glo. As much unto my good Lord Chamberlain I 
Well are you welcome to the open air. 
How hath your Lord (hip brook'd imprifonment ? 

Haft. With patience, Noble Lord, as pnVners mud r 
But I (hall live, my Lord, to give them thanks, 
That were the caufe of my imprifonment ? 

Glo. No doubt, no doubt; aud fo (hall Clarence too;. 
For they that were your enemies are his, 
And have prevail'd as much on him as you* 

Haft. More pity that the eagle (hould be mew'd* 
While kites and buzzards prey at liberty. 

Glo. What news abroad ? 

Haft. No news fo bad abroad as this at home: 
The King is fickly, weak, and melancholy; 
And his phyiicians fear him mightily. 

Glo. Now, by^St.~*Faul, that news is bad indeed*. 
0, he hath kept an evil diet long, 
And over.much confum'd his royal perfon: 
*Tis very grievous to be thought upon. 
Where is ne? in his bed? 

Hqft. He is, my Lord. , • 

Glo. Go you before, and I will follow you. N 

~* [Exit Hajlihgs*. 

He cannot live, I hope ; and mull not die, 
Till George be pack'd with ponVhorfe up to heav'n. 
I'll in to urge his hatred more to Clarence, 
With lies well ileel'd with weighty argutkato \ 
And if I fail not in my deep intent, 
Ihrencehath not another day to live; 

■ E 1 v ' v 
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Which done, God take King Edward to Ins mercy ,. 

And leave the world for me to buftle in! 

For then I'll marry Warwick's youngeft daughter* 

What though I kill'd her hufband and her father I 

The readied way to make the wench amends, 

Is to become her hufband and her father : 

The which will I, not all fo much for love,. 

As for another fecret clofe intent, 

Which 1, by marrying her, muft reach unto. 

But yet I run before my horfe to market: 

Clarence ftill breathes, Edward ftill lives, and reigns^ 

When, they are gone, then muft I count my gains. 

SCENE III. Changes to afiruK 

Enter the cor/e of Henry the Sixth, with balberts to guard 
it, Lady Anne being the mourner, 

Anne* Set down, fet <!own your honourable load* 
If honour may be ihrouded in a herfe ; 
Whilft I a while obfequioufly lament 
Th* untimely fall of virtuous Lancaster* . 

i Poor clay>cold figure of a holy King ! 
Pale afhes of the houfe of Lancaster V 
Thou bloodlefs remnant of that royal blood !' 
Be't lawful that I invocate thy ghoft, 
To hear the lamentations of poor Anne, 
Wife to thy Edward, to thy flaughter'd fon^ 
Stabb'd by the feJMrme hand that made thefc wounds 
Lo, ia thefe windows that let forth, thy lifej 
I pour the helplefs bahri of my poor eyes. 
Curs'd be the hand that made thefe fatal holes t 
Curs' d be the heart that had the heart to do it h 
More direful hap betide that hated wretch, 
That makes us wretched by the death of thee>. * 
Than I can. wifll to adders, fpiders, toads, 
Or any creeping venom'd thing that lives ! 
If ever he have child* abortive be it, 
Prodigious, and untimely brought to light* 
Whofe ugly and unnatutaY afrpe&. 

Jtfay fright the hopeful mot\ie* aUk^wv 

-And that be heir tQ hb \m\va^Vfc*kV 
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If ever be have wife, let her be made 

More miferable by the death of him, 

Than I am made by my young Lord and thee! 

Come now tow'rds Chertley with your holy load) 

Taken from Paul's to be interred there. 
And ft ill, as you are weary of this weight, 
Reft you, while I lament King Henry's corfe* 

Enter Richard Duke of Gloucefter. 

Glo. Stay, you that bear the corfe, and fet it dowa*~ 

Anne. What black magician conjures up this fiend, 
To ftop devoted charitable deeds? 

Glo. Villains, fet down the corfe, or, by St. Paul, 
FU make a corfe of him that dif obeys. 

Gen. My Lord, (land back, and let the coffin pafs. 

Glo. Unmanner'd dog! ftand thou when 1 command* 
Advance thy halbert higher than my breaft, 
Or, by St. Paul, I'll ftrike thee to my foot, 
And fpurn upon thee, beggar, for thy boldnefs. 

Anne. Whit, do you tremble? are you all afraid I 
Alas! I blame you not, for you are mortal; 
And mortal eyes cannot endure the devil 
Avaunt, thou dreadful minifter of hell ! 
Thou hadft but power over his mortal body;. 
His foul thou canft not hurt; therefore be gone. 

Glo. Sweet faint, for charity, be not (b curs'd. 

Anne. Foul dev'l! far God's fakebence, trouble us not ^ 
For thou hall made the happy earth thy hell; 
Ffll'd it with curfing cries, and deep exclaims. 
if thou delight to view thy heinous deeds, 
Behold this pattern of thy butcheries. 
Oh, gentlemen, fee ! fee dead Henry's wounds- 
Open their congeal'd mouths, and bleed afrefh* 
Blum, blufh,thou lump of foul deformity; 
For 'tis thy psefence that exhales this blood 
From cold and empty veins, where no blood dwells. 
Thy deeds, inhumane and unnatural, 
Provoke this deluge mod unnatural. 
O God! which this blood mad' ft, revenge his death. 
& 4&Hth ! which thk blood drink'ft, revenge. \i\* faaftb 
^& £**?''** ***** lightning ftrike the rauxd'ret <teaA* 
^ ~ * £3P<? open wiifi, md eat him quick* 
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As thou doft fwallow up this good King's blood, # 
Which his hell-g6veni'd arm hath butchered! 

Glo. Lady, you know no nries of charity, 
Which renders good for bad, bleffings for curfes. 

Anne. Villain, thou know'ft nor law of God nor man 
No beaft fo fierce, but knows fome touch of pity. 

Glo. But I know none, and therefore am no beaft. 

Anne. O wonderful, when devils tell tjie truth!— 

Glo. More wonderful when angels are fo angry. 
Vouchfafe, divine perfection of a woman, 
Of ihefe fuppofed crimes, to give me leave. 
By circumftance, but to acquit myfel£ 

Anne* Vouchfafe, difFus'd infection of a man,. 
For thefe known evils, but to give me leave,. 
By circumftance, to curfe thy curfed felf. 
, Glo. Fairer than tongue can name thee, let me have 
Some patient leifure to excufe my felf. 

Anne. Fouler than heart can think tbee, thou canfl 
No excufe current, but to hang thyfelf. [makt 

Glo. By fuch defpair I mould accufe myfelf. 

Anne* And by defpairing (halt thou (land excus'dV, 
For doing worthy vengeance on thyfelf, 
That didft unworthy flaughter upon others.. 

Glo. Say that I flew them not. 

Anne* Then fay they were not (lain : 
But dead they are* and, devililh flave, by thee. 
* Glo . I did not kill your hufband. 

Anne. Why, then he is alive; * . 

Glo. Nay, he is dead, and (lain by Edward's hands, 

Anne. In thy foul throat thou ly'ft. Queen Marg're 
Thy murd*rous faulchion fmoking in his blood: v [fay 
The which thou once didft bend again ft her breaft, 
But that thy brothers beat afide the point. 

Glo. I was provoked by her fland'rous tongue, 
That laid their guilt upon my guiitlefs moulders. 

Anne. Thou waft provoked by thy bloody mind,. 
That never dream'd on aught but butcheries. 
Didft thou not kill this King? 

Glo ' I grant ye. . • 

• jfnne Doft grant me % hedge-ho$? then God grant mi 
Thou may'ft be damned for tYvax. vAck<i& >&&&\ \\» 
O, be vwasge&tle, .mild,. aa&.\it\.uauv~ — 
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Gk The fitter for the King of heav'n that hath him. 
Amu. He is in heav'n, where thou (halt never come. 
Gk Let him thank me that help'd to fend him thither; 
For he was fitter for that place than earth. 
Anne. And thou unfit for any place but hell. 
Gk. Yes, one place elfe, if you will hear me name ft. 
Anne. Some dungeon. 
Gk. Your bed-chamber. 

Anne. Ill reft betide the chamber where thou Heft! 
Glo. So will it, Madam, till 1 lie with you. 
Anne. I hope fo. 

Glo. 1 know fo — But, gentle Lady Anne, 
['To leave this keen encounter of our wits, 
I And fall fomething into a flower method : 
{ Is not the caufer of the timelefs deaths - 
I Of thefe Plantagenets, Henry, and Edward, 
As blameful as the executioner? 
[ Anne. Thou waft the caufc, and moft accurs'd e£Feft # » 

Glo. Your beauty was the caufe of that effect. 
' Your beauty, that did haunt me in my deep, 
To undertake the death of all the world, 
So I might live one hour in your fweet bofom. 

Anne. If I thought that, I tell thee, homicide, 
Thefe nails fhould rend that beauty from my cheeks. 

Glo. Thefe eyes could not endure fweet beauty's wreck. 
You fhould not blemifh it if 1 flood by. 
As all the world is cheered by the fun, 
So 1 by that ; it is my day, my life. 

Anne. Black night o'erfhade thy day, and death thj 

life! 
Glo% Curfe not thy felf, fair creature; thou art both. 
Anne. I would I were, to be reveng'd on thee. 
Glo. It is a quarrel moft unnatural, 
To be revenged on him that loveth thee. 

Anne. It is a quarrel juft and reasonable, 
To be reveng'd on him that kill'd my hufband. 

Glo. He that bereft thee, Lady, of thy hufband, 
Ptd k to help thee to a better hufband. 

Amu. His better doth not breathe upon the earth. 
He lives that loves thee better than be could. 



' :M ~— Name him* 




£ftft, for executioner* 



i8o KING RICHARD W. A5 

GIo. Plantagenet. 

Anne. Why, that was he. 
* GIo. The felf-fame name, but one of better nature. 

Anne. Where is he? 

GIo. Here. Why doft thou fpit at me? 

[She /pits at I 

Anne. Would it were mortal poifon for thy fake ! 

GIo. Never came poifon from fo fwcet a place. 

Anne. Never hung poifon on a fouler toad. 
Out of my fight ! thou doft infect mine eyes. 

GIo. Thine eyes, "fweet Lady, have infected mine. 

Anne. Would they were bafilifks to ftrike thee dea< 

GIo. I woujd they were, that I might die at once : 
For now they kill me with a living death. 
• Thofe eyes of thine from mine have drawn fait tears ; 
Sham'd their afpe&s with flore of childifh drops : 
Thefe eyes, which never fhed remorfeful tear, 
Not when my father York, and Edward wept, 
To hear the piteous moan that Rutland made, 
When black-fac'd Clifford fhook his fword at him ; 
Nor when thy warlike father, like a child, 
Told the fad ftory of my father's death, 
And twenty times made paufe to fob and weep* 
That all the ftanders-by had wet their cheeks, 
Like trees bedanVd with rain : in that fad time, 
My manly eyes did fcorn an humble tear: 
And what thefe forrows could not thence exhale, 
Thy beauty hath, and made them blind with weeping 
I never fued to friend, nor enemy ; 
My tongue could never learn fweet fmoothing wordaj 
But now thy beauty is propos'd my fee, 
My proud heart fues, and prompts my tongue to fpej 

[She looks fcornfully at 
Teach not thy lip fuch fcorn, for it was made 
For kiffing, Lady, not for fuch contempt. 
If thy revengeful heart cannot forgive, 
Lo ! here I lend thee this (harp- pointed fword, 
Which if thou pleafe to hide in this true breafl, 
♦And let the foul forth that adoreth thee, 
J lay it naked to the deadly fttoke* 
And humbly beg the death wpotv m^ Vfc«. 

£He lays his breajl open, Jhe offers at it wiA Vis , 
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tfay, do not paufe: for I did kill King Henry; 

But 'twas thy beauty that provoked me. 

Nay, now difpatch : 'twas 1 that ftabb'd young Edward* 

But 'twas thy heav'nly face that fet me on. 

\She lets fall the f word. 
Take up the fword again, or take up me. 

Anne. Arife, diffembler; though 1 wifli thy death, 
I will not be thy executioner. 

Ch» Then bid me kill myfelf, and I will do it. 
Anne. I have already. 
Glo. That was in thy rage : 
Speak it again, and even with thy word, 
This hand, which for thy love did kill thy love, 
Shall for thy love kill a far truer love; 
To both their deaths fhalj: thou be accefTary. 
Anne. I would I knew thy heart. 
Glo. 'Tis iigur'd in my tongue. 
Anne* I fear me both are falfe. 
Glo. Then never man was true, 
Anne. Well, well, put up your fword. 
Glo. Say then my peace is made. 
Anne. That malt thou know hereafter. 
Glo. But (hall 1 live in hope ? 
Anne. All men I hope live fo. 
Glo. Vouchfafe to wear this ring. 
Look how my ring encompaffeth thy finger, 
Ev'n fo thy breaft inclofeth my poor heart : 
Wear both of them, for both of them are thine. 
And if thy poor devoted fuppliant may 
But beg one favour at thy gracious hand, 
Thou doft confirm his happinefs for ever. 
Anne . What is it ? ^ 

Glo. That it may pleafe you leave thefe fad defigns 
To him that hath more caufe to be a mourner, 
And prefentiy repair to Crofby-place * ; 
Where, after I have folemnly interr'd 
At Chertfey monaft'ry this- Noble King, 
And wet his grave with my repentant tears, 
I will with" all expedient duty fee you. 
For divers unknown reafons I befeech you 

CVrccft. 
.*:,. * A b<m& near Bilhopfgate-fircet belonging to tiui T>\xVfc <& 
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Grant me this boon. 

Anne. With all my heart, and much it joys me too 
Tfc fee you are become fo penitent. k 

Traffel and Barkley, go along with me. f 

Glo. Bid me farewell. 
Anne. 'Tis more than you deferve: 
But fince you teach me how to fatter you, 
Imagine I have faid farewell already. 

[Exeunt two with Am. 
Glo. Sirs, take up the corfe. 
Gent. Towards CJiertfey, Noble Lord? 
Glo. No, to White-friars, there attend my coming, 

[Exeunt with the corjt* 
Was ever woman in this humour woo'd? 
Was ever woman in this humour won ? 
I'll have he r ■ b ut I will not keep her long. 
What! 1 that kill'd her htifband and his father! 
To take her in her heart's extremeft hate, 
With curfes in her mouth, tears in her eyes, 
The bleeding witnefs of my hatred by ; 
With^God, her confcience, and thefe bars again ft me, 
And I no friends to back my fuit withal, 
But the plain devil, and diffembling looks ; 
And yet to win her AH the world to nothing ! 
Ha! 

Hath me forgot already that brave prince, 
Edward, her Lord, whom I, fome three months fince, 
Stabb'd in my angry mood at Tewkibury I 
A fweeter and a lovelier gentleman, 
Fram'd in the prodigality of nature, 
Young, wife, and valiant, and, no doubt, right royal, 

The fpacious world cannot again afford; 

And will fhe yet debafe her eyes on me, 
That cropt the golden prime of this fweet prince, 
And made her widow to a woful bed? 
On me, whofe all not equals Edward's moiety ? 
On me that halt, and am mif-fhapen thus? 
My dukedom to a beggarly denier, . 

I do miftake my perfon all this while: 
Upon my life, me finds, although I cannot, 
Myfelf to be a marv'ious proper maxw 
I'll be at charges for a lookiivg-gMs, 
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And entertain a fcore or two of tailors 

i To ftudy fa (h ion a to adorn my body : 

ISmce I have crept in favour with myfd£ 

py ill maintain it with fome little coft. 

38ut firft V.U turn yon fellow into his grave, 

KAad then return lamenting to my love. 

I Shine out, fair fun, till I have bought a ghfs» v 

•That I may fee my (hadow as I* pais. \E*&» 

I f 

[' SCENE III. Changes to the palace. 

Enter the Qucen t and Lords Rivers, Gray* md Dorfet. 

Riv. Have patience, Madam, there's no doubt, his 
Will foon recover his accuftom'd health. [Majefty 

Gray. In that you brook it ill, it makes him worfe ; 
therefore, for God's fake, entertain good comfort, 
-And cheer his Grace with quick and merry eyes. 

g>ueen. f f he were dead, what wou'd betide of me ? 

Gray. No other harm, but lofs of fuch a Lord. 

£>ueen. The lofs of fuch a Lord includes all harms. 

Gray, The Heav'ns hath blefs'd you with a goodly fan, 
To be your comforter when he is gone. 

Shteen. Ah ! he is young, and his minority 
Is put into the truft of Richard Glo'fter, 
A man that loves not me, nor none of you. 

Rvo. It is concluded he mall be Prote&or? 

£h*een. It is determin'd, not concluded* yet: 
But fo it mud be, if the King mifcarry. 

EnUr Buckingham and Stanley, 

Gray. Herecomethe Lordsof Buckingham and Stanley. 

Buck, Goo$ time of day unto your Royal Grace! 
- Stanley. God make your Majefty joyful as you have been! 

§>ueen. The Count efs Richmond, good my Lord of 
To your good pray'r will fcarcely fay Amen ; /[Stanley, 
Yet, Stanley, not with (land ingfhe's your wife, 
And loves not me, he you, good Lord, affur'd, 
I hate not you for her proud arrogance. 
'VjDVV. Q_ Stanley. 

r/figDiSc* the final cooclufion of the wi\V, conclude^ 
be a Iter' d, by reafoo of fame ad tofefc^wrt. ou 
fgaiect. 
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Stanley. I do befeech you, either not believe 
'The envious (landers of ber falfe accufers; 
X)r, if (he be accused on true report, 
Bear with her weaknefs ; which I think proceeds 
From wayward ficknefs, and no grounded malice. 

Queen. Saw you the fong to-day, my Lord of Stanlq 

Stanley. But now the Duke of Buckingham and I 
fait come from viilting his Majefty. 

Queen. What likelihood of his amendment, Lords? 

Buck. Madam, .good hope ; his Grace fpeaks chearfuHyl 

Queen. God grant him health! Did you confer 
him? 

Butt. Madam, we did. He feeks to make atonemd$f 
between the Duke of Gio'fter and your brothers, 1 

And between them and my Lord Chamberlain ; xl 

And fent to warn them to his royal prefence. 

Queen. 'Would all were well but that will never 

J. fear our happinefs is at the height. [be— ^ 

JSnter Gloucejler and HaJHngs. 

Glo. They do me wrong, and I will not endure it. 
Who are they that complain unto the King, 
That I, forfooth, am* ftern, and love them not ? 
By holy Paul, they love his Grace but lightly, 
That fill his ears with fuch diflentious rumour*. 
Becaufe I cannot flatter, and look fair, 
Smile in mens' faces, fmooth, deceive, and cog, 
Duck with French nods, an.d apilh courtefy^ 
I muft be held 3 rancorous enemy. 
Cannot a plain man live and think no harm, 
But thus his Ample truth mull be abus'd 
By filken, fly, infinuating jacks? 

Gray. To whom in gll this prefence fpeaks your 
Grace? 

Glo. To thee, that haft nor honefty nor grace. 
When have I injur'd thee ? when done thee wrong ? 
Or thee? or thee ? or any of your fadtion? 
A plague upon you all] His royal perfon, 
TjVhom God preferve better than you would wiih, 
Cannot be quiet fcarce a breathing while, 
But ytm mull trouble him with lewd complaints. 
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Shtecn. brother of Glo'fter, you miftake the mattery 

e King of his own royal difpofition, 

id not provok'd by any fuitor elfe, 
(Aiming belike at your interior hatred, 
"Ttot in your outward a&ion fhews itfelf * 

gainfl my children, Brother, and myfelf,) 
lakes him to fend, that he may learn the ground? 
iK your ill-will, and thereby may remove it. 

Glo. I cannot tell* the worMis grown fo bad, 
That wrens make. prey where eagles dare not perch* 
Bbce every jack Became a gentleman, 
There's many a gentle perfon made a jack. 
'- 'gaten. Come, come, we know yodr meaning, brother 
$bu envy my advancement and rriy friends: [Glo'ftefl 
6od grant we never may have need of you ! 
^ Gh. Mean'tirhe, Godgfrahts that we have need of yoii. 
©u* brbtrter is" imprifon'd by your means* 
Wyfelfdifgrac^d, arid' the nobflity 
Held in contempt ; while many fair* promotions ' 
Are daily given to ennoble thofe, 
That fcarce, fome two days fince, were worth a noble. 

Jg^fc. By him that raiVd me to thw careful height^ 
From that contented hap which I etojoy'd*, 
I never did incenft his Majefty 
Againft the Duke of Clarence; but have beetf 
An earneft advocate* to plead for hinv 
My Lord, you do me fhameful injury, 
^alfefy to draw me in thefe wild fufpe&s. 

Glo. You may deny too that y'ou were the caufe 
©f my Lord Haftings* late fmprifonment. 

Riv. She 4 may, my Lord, for < ' 

Glbi She may, Lord^Rivers^j-why, who knows not fo ?^ 
She'rrlay do more, Sir, than denying that : 
She may help you to many fafr preferments, 
And then d^ny her aiding hand therein, 
And lay thofe honours on your high deferts. 
tlBiatina-y me* not? (he may — -ay, marry,* may {lie— 

Jiiv. What, marry, may fliel 

OfoX ^h-aty marry; may fhe ? marry with a King, 
A &a£fcetbr, a handfome ftripling too: 
"*" ~ ndam had a worfer match.— 

Lord of Glo'fter, I have too long borne 

Q\ 2 Xssssx 

i 
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Your blunt upbraiding*, and your bitter (baft: . 

By heav'n, I will acquaint his Majefty 

Of thofe grofs taunts I often have endurM* 

I had rather be a country fervant-maid, 

Than a great Queen with this condition, 

To be thus taunted, fcorn'd, and baited at. 

Small joy have I in being England's Queem 

SCENE IV. Enter §*e*i Margate* 

$£. Mar: And lefTen'd be that f mall, God, Ibefeech theefc- 
Thy honour, ftate, and feat is due to me. 

Glo. What! threat you me wkh telling of the King! 
Tell him, and fpare not; look, what I have laid, 
I will avouch in prefeace of the King : 
'Tis time to fpeak, my pains are quite ibrgot. 

§>. Mar. No, devil! I remember them too welit } 
Thou kflTdft my huiband Henry in* the Tower, 
And Edward^ my poor fon, at Te w&fbury. 

Glo. Ere you were Queen* ay, or your huiband King* , 
I was* a pack*horfe in his great affairs & 
A weeder out of his proud adversaries* 
A liberal re warder of his friends; . 
To royalize his blood, I fpilt name owny 

J^. Mar. Ay v and much better Hood than his or thine* 

Glo. In all which time you and your huiband Gray 
Were factious for the houie of Lancaster.; 
And, Rivers, fo were you; ■ was not yous huiband, 
In Marg'ret's battle, at St* Albania, flair*? 
Let me put in your minds, if you forget* 
What you have been ere now, aud what yo*are: 
Withal what I have been, and what I am. 

4>. Mar. A murdVous villain, and fo Ml thou art* 

Glo. Poor Clarence did forfake his father Warwick % 
Ay, and forfwore himCelf, (which Jefti pardon 1 ) 

Q, Mar. Which God revenge!—— 

Glo. To fight on Edward's party for the crown; 
And for his meed, poor Lord, he is mew'd up. 
1 would tcr God my heart were flint, like Edward's ; 
Or Edward's foft and pitiful, like mine': 
I am too childifh-foolifli for this world. 

Jg. Mar. Hie thee to hell for {hame, and leave this world* 

Thou 
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Th©u cacodsemon ! there thy kingdom is. 
. Riv. My Lord of Glo'fter, in thofe bufy days,. 
Which here you urge to prove us enemies,. 
We fbllow'd then our Lord, our lawful King ; , 
So fhould we you, if you ihould be our King. 

* Glo. If I fhould be! 1 had rather be a pedlar.-. 

Tar be it from my heart the thought thereof. 

Queen. As little joy, my Lord, as you fuppofe 
You fhould enjoy were you this country's King; . 
At little joy you may fuppofe in me, . 
3l»t I enjoy, being the Queen thereof/ 

Q Mar. A. lktle joy enjoys the Queen thereof;* 
For I am (he, and altbgetlier joylefs* 
I can no' longer hold me patient* - 
Hear me, ye wrangling pirates, that fall -but.' 
In fharing that which ye have pill'd from me: 
Which of you trembles not that looks on me? 
If not that, I being Queen* you bow like fubjects? 
Yet that, by you depos'd, you quake dike rebels I 
Ungentle- villain^ do not turn away! 

Glo. Foul wrinkled witch, what, mak'ft thou in- my 
fight? 

Q. Mar. But repetition of -what thou haft marr'd. . 
That will 1 make before I let thee go. 
A hufband and a fon thou ow'ft to me ; [To Glo. • 

And .thou, . a kingdom ; , all of you, . allegiance. 

[To the $>uetn.\ 
The forro w that I have, by right is yours j 
And all the pleafures you iifurp, are mine. 

Glo. The curfe my Noble Father laid on th«e, 
When thou didft crown his warlike brows with, papery 
And with thy (corns drewft rivers from his cye3,» 
And then, to dry them, gav'ft the Duke a clout, 
Steep'd in the faultlefs blood of pretty Rutland: . 
His curies, then from bitternefs of foul. 
Benousc'd agamft thee, are now fall'n upon thee;; 
And God, not we, has-plagu'd thy bloody deed... 

Queen. « So juft is God, to right the innocent. 
. Ba/f. O 'twas the fouleft deed to flay that babe, , 
And *ke moft mercilefs that e'er was heard of! 

Tyrants themfelves wept when'it was reported* 
>»0 man but ptophefy'd revenge for it. . 

QjL BuJu 
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Buck. Northumberland, then prefent, wept to fee it. 

Q. Mar. What ! were you fnarKng all before I came. k» th 

Ready to catch each other by the throat, ^ 8** 

And turn you all your hatred now on me? 

Did York's dread curfe prevail fo much with heav'o* 

That Henry's death, my lovely Edward's death, 

Their kingdom's lofs, my woful banifhment, 

Could all but anfwer for that peevifh brat ? 

Can curfes pierce the clouds, and enter heaven ? 

Why, then, gvre. way. dull clouds, to my quick curfis! 

l£ not by war, by furfeit die your King, 

As ours by murder, to make him a King! 

Edward thy ion, that now is Prince of Wales, _ 

For Edward our fon, that was Prince of Wales, |&» "^ 

Die in his youth, by like untimely violence *• I &*' 

Thyfelf a Queen, for me that was a Queen, A ~~" 

Outlive thy glory, like my wretched felf ! 

Long may'ft thou live to wail thy children3' lof%, 

And fee another, as I fee thee now, 

Deck'd in thy rights, as thou art ftall'd ia mine 1 

Long die thy happy days before thy death, 

And after many length'ned hours of grief> 

Die neither mother, wife, nor England's Queen ! 

Rivers and Dorfet, you were ftanders-by, 

And fo waft thou, Lord Haftings, when my fon 

Was ftabb'd with bloody daggers ;. God, I pray mm, I ^ 

That none of you may live your natural age* 

By fome unlook'd-for -accident cut off! 

GJo. Have done thy charm, thou hateful wither'd hag. 
Q. Mar. And leave out thee? Hay, dog, for thou 
(halt hear me. 

If heay'ns have any grievous plague in. ft ore, 

Exceeding thofe that 1 can wiih upon thee, 

O, let them keep it, till thy fins be ripe ; 

And then hurl down their indignation 

On thee, thou troubler of the poor world's peace I 

The worm of conscience ftill begnaw thy foul ; 

Thy friends fufpe& for traitors while thou liV'ft' f I ^ 

And take deep traitors for thy dear eft friends: I 

No iJeep clofe up that deadly e^ft of thine > ' 

% Unfcfs it be while fome tarmetitKufc tern 
Affrights -tluft witl* a te&oi *$i te$»X _ 



Wby 

Who 

Fool 
The 

TO! 

h 



€ 



Tboa efvuVmark'd, abortive, rooting hog) 
Thou that waft feal'd in thy nativity 
The Have of nature* and the fcn of hdlf 
Thoa Dander of thy heavy mother's womb I 
Thou loathed iflue of thy fatherVloins ! 
Thou wrack of honour, thou deteited 
Glo. Margaret. 

j^. Mar. Richard . 

Glo. Ha? 

4J. Mar. I call thee uotv 
Glo. I cry thee mercy then j for 1 did think 
That thou hadft call'd me aU thefe bitter names. 

<$K Mar. Why, fo 1 did; but look'd for no reply. 
Oh, let me make the period to my curfe. 

Glo. 'Tis done by mc, and ends m Margaret. 
Queen. Thus-have you breath'd your cutfe againft 

yourfelf. 
!g> Mori Poor painted Queen, van* flourim of my 
' fortune! 

Why flrew'ft thou fugar on that bottled fpider, 
Whofe deadly web infnareth thee about ? 
Fool, fool, thou whett'ft a knife to kilithyfelf: 
The day wiH come that thou fhalt wifh for me, 
To help thee curfe- this poiVno us bunch-back 'dtoadS. 
Haft. Falfe-boding woman, end thy frantic curfe,. 
L*ft to thy harm thou move our patience. 

4Jj Mar. Foul fhame upon you ! you have all movM 

mine. 
Riv. Were you well ferv'd, you would be taught your 

duty. 
£K Mar. To ferve me well, you all mould do me duty* 
Teach me to be your Queen, and yon my fubje&s: 
© fervc me welfj and teach youifelves that duty. 
Ddrf. Difpute not with her, fhe is lunatic 
4J. Mar. Peaces Maftet Marquis, you are malapert* 
Your fire-new (lamp of honour is fcarce current. 
O that your young Nobility could judge 
What 'twere to lofe it, and be miferable! 
They that ftand high, have many blafts to make them ; 
And if they fall, they dam themfelves to pieces^ 

Good counCel, marry, learn it, learn it, Marquta* 
* It touch© you, my Lord, as much as me* 
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Gio. Ay, and much more; but I was born fo high, 
" Our ai'ry buildeth in the cedar's top, 
" And dallies with the wind, and (corns the fun." 

4J. Mar. And turns the fun to (hade;— alas.! alas! 
Witnefs my fon, now in the (hade of death; 
Whofe bright but-mining, beams thy cloudy wrath 
Hath in eternal darknefs folded up. 
Your ai'ry buildeth in our ai'ry.'sneftt 
O God, that feed it, do not fuffer it; 
As it was won with blood, fo be it loft ! 

Buck. Peace, peace for fhame, if not for charity. 

4>. Mar. Urge neither charity nor mame to me; 
Uncharitably with me have you dealt, 
And (hamefully my hopes by you are butcher'd. 
My charity is outrage, life my mame, 
And 1 in my fhame ftill live myvfbrrow?s rage,! 

Buck. Have_ done, have done. 

Q. Mar. O princely Buckingham* I'll kifs thy liand,, 
In fign of league and amity with thee: 
Now fair hefal thee, and thy noble houfe! 
Thy garments are not fpotted with our. blood ; 
Nor thou within the compafs of my curfe. 

Buck, Nor no one here;, for curies never pafs. 
The Hps of thofe that breathe them in the air. 

J^. Mar. I'll not believe but they afcend the iky, , 
Ana there awake God's gentle fkeping peace. 
Q' Buckingham, beware of yonder dog; 
Look, when he fawns, he bites; and. when he bites* 
His venom tooth will rankle to the death; 
Have not to do with him, beware of him ; 
Sin, death, and hell, have let- their marks, upon him, 
And all their minifters attend on him. 

Glo. What doth (he fay, my Lordof Buckingham ? 

Buck. Nothing. that I re/pe&, my gracious Lord. 

^ Mar. What, doft thou fcorn me for my gentle 
And footh the devil that I warn thee from? Qcounfel? 
O, but remember this another day ; 
When he (hall (plit thy very heart with forrow, 
And. fay, poor Marg'ret. was a prophetefs. 
Live each, of you the' fubject to his hate, 
And he to yours, and all of you to God's ! [JEwfc. 

Muck. My hair doth ft and. on end to hear her curfes* 
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«Rfu. And fo doth mine; I wonder. fte^ Mfr i ibtr t y .. 

G&. I "cannot blame her* by God's holy mothers 
She hath had too much wrong, and.l repent; 
My part thereof that; I hayextone to her: 

Dor/l I never did her any. to jn^ knowledge; 

Glo. Yet you have alLtfce 'vantage of her wrong:: 
I was too hot to do fomabpdy good, 
That is too< cold ia thinking, o£ it now. 
Marry, for Clarence* he ia welLrepay'd ; 
He is frank'd up toifattag/or his pains; 
God pardpn them that are. the caufe thereof! 

Rro. A .virtuous and a-ChrHHan-like confufiov, 
To pray for them that hath done feat he to us. 

Glo. So do I ever* being well advis'd ; 
Tor had I curs'd now, I had curs'd myfelf. [^£&* 

Enter Cattjhy. 

Catef, Madam, his Majefty doth .call for you, 
And for your Grace, andyou, my -Noble Lord. 

Queen. Catefhy,we come; Lords, will you gp withms? 

Riv. Madanv we will attend your Grace. 

[pxtxatalLbtd.GiovccJcr; 

Glo. I do the wrong, aodi^rft, begin, to brajprb 
The fecret mifchief& that. 1. fefc a«b*oach> . 
1 lay unto the grievous charge of others. 
Clarence, whom 1 indeedjia** laid in darkneftfe 
I do be weep? to many fimple gplk. 
Namely, to Stanley, Hadings, Bucking$om$, 
And. teE thenv'tre the Quoenmnd bar allies. 
That flir the King againft the Duke my brother, 
Now, they belie ve it , and wkhal whet me 
To be reveng'd on Rivers,, Dprfet, Gf ay. 
But then I ugh* and with a .piece of Scripture . 
Tell them, that God bids us do good for evil; 
And thus I clothe my naked villany 
With old odd ends, ftol'n forth of holy writ, 
And feera a faint when moll I play the deviL 

Enter two Villain** 

Butfoft, here come my executioners, 
How^mw, my handy, flout, refolved mates, 
now going to difpatch this, deed \ 

i FU. 
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. i VU. We are, my Lord, and come to have the wai 
That we may be admitted where he is.' 

Glo. Well thought upon, I have it here about m% 
When you have done, repair to Crofby place* 
But, Sirs, be fudden in the execution, 
Withal obdurate, do not hear him plead;' 
For Clarence is well-fpoken, and perhap3 
May move your hearts to pity, if you mark him. 

2 VU. Fear not, my. Lord, we will not ftand to pratcf 
Talkers are no good doers; be affur'dj 
We go to ufe our hands, and not our tongues. 

Glo. Your eyes drop milftones, when fools' eyes dropl 

. tears.. -^ 

I like you, lads ; about your buiinefs ; go. £Exeun& 

SCENE V. Changer to the Tower. 
Enter Clarence and Br ahenbury. 

Br ah. Why looks your Grace fo heavily to-day £ 

Clar. O, I have pafs'cf a mfferafile night, 
So» full of ugly fights', of ghaftly dreams, 
That, as I- am a Chriftian faithful man,: 
I would not fpend another fuch a nighti 
Though 'twere to buy a world of happy days;' i 

So full of dttmal terror was the time. j 

Brak. What was your dream, my Lord? I pray yoU* \ 
tell me. | 

Clar, Methought that I had broken from the Tower*' 
And was fmbark'd to crofs to Burgundy, ' 

And in my company my brother Glo'fter; 
Who from my cabin tempted me to walk 
Upon the hatches. Thence we look'd tow'rd England* 
And cited up a thoufand heavy times, 
During the wars of York and Lancafter, 
That had befalPn us. As we pafs*d along 
Upon the giddy footing of the hatches, 
Methought that Glo'fter ftumbled, and in falling 
Struck me (that fought to ftay him) over-board* 
Into the tumbling billows of the main. 
Lord, Lord, methought, what pain it was to drown C 
What dreadful noife of waters in my ears! . 

What 
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Wh&t fight* of ugly death within mine eyes J 
f thought I few a thoufand fearful wrecks; 

thoufand men, that fiihea gnaw'd upon; 

'cages of gold, great anchors, heaps of pearl, 
Ineftimable ftones, unvalued jewels. 
Some lay in dead men*' fculls; and in thofe holes 
Where eyes did once inhabit, there were crept, 
^Aa 'twere in fcorn of eyes, reflecting gems; 
That woo'd * the (limy bottom of the deep, 
Tfind mock'd the dead bones that lay fcatter'd by* 
, • fir ok. Had you fuch leifure in the time of death, 
To gaze- upon the fecretsof the deep? 
* Clar. Methought I had ; and often did f drive 
To yield the gboft ; but ftill the envious flood 
Kept in my fpul, and would not let it forth 
J To find the empty, vail, and wand'ring air; 
But fmother'd it within my panting bulk, 
Which almoft burft to belch it in the fea. 

Brak. Awak'd you not with this fore agony ? 

filar. No, no : my dream was lengthen'd after life* 

then began the tempeft to my foul: 

1 pafs'd, rethought, the melancholy flood, 
With that grim ferryman which poets write of, 
Unto the kingdom of perpetual night. 

The firft that there did greet my ftranger-foul, 
Wa$ rny great father-in-law, renowned Warwick, 
Who cry'd aloud What fcourge for perjury 
Can this dark monarchy afford falle Clarence ? 
J^nd fo he vaniaVd. Then came wand'ring by 
A fhadow like an angel, with bright hair 

I>abble4 in blood, and he fhriek'd out aloud 

Clarence is come, falfe, fleeting, perjur'd Clarence, 

That ftabb'd me in the field by Tewkfbury ; 

Seize on him, furies, take him to your torments! ■■ ■ 

With that, methought, a legion of foul fiends 

Inviron'd me, and howled in mine ears 

Such hideous cries, that 1 with the very noife 

I, trembling, wak'd ; and for a feafon after 

Could not believe but that I was in hell : 

Such terrible impreffion made my dream. 




Brah. 
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Brai. No ttarrel, Lord, that it affrighted you ; ] \ 

1 am afraid, methinks, to iiear you tell* it. 4pi 

Ckr. Ah ! -Brakenbury, I have done thofe things 

"Hiat now give evidence againft my foul, ^ j 

For Edward's fake; and fee how he requites me! * ia 

O God! if my deep prayers cannot appeafe thee, • \\ 

But thou* wflt be aveng'd .ou my mifdeeds ; ]\\ 
Yet execute thy wrath on me alone: 

fparemy guiltlefs wife, and my poor children ! 

1 pr*ythee, Brakenbury, ftay by me; Cjj 
My foul k heavy, and I fain would fleep. fret 

Br ah, I will, my Lord. God give your Grace goal \\ 
Sorrow breaks feafons and repofihg hours, [Jffidk 

Makes the night morning, and the noon-tide night, ^ 

Princes have but their tides for their glories, j] 

An outward honour, for an inward toil ; 
And, for unfelt imaginations, 

They often feel a world of reftlefs cares: B j 

So that between their titles, and low name, ^ 

There's nothing differs but the outward fame. 

SCENE VI. Enter the two Vtttwns. 

i Vih ' Ho, who's there ? 

Br ah. In God's name, what art thou? how cam'It j J" 
thou hither? ' 

2 Vik I would fpeak with Clarence, and I came ' hi- 
ther on my legs. 

Brah. What, fo 'brief? 

i Vih 'Tis better, Sir, than to be tedious. 'Let him 
fee our commiflion, and talk no more. 

Brah. [Reads. ~\ I am in this command, to deliver 
The Noble Duke of Clarence to your hands. 
I will not reafon what is meant hereby, 
Becaufe I will be guiltlefs of the meaning. 
There lies thg Duke afleep, and there the keys. 
I'll to the King, and fignify to him, " 

That thus 1 have refign'd to you my charge. [Exit. 

i\Vih You may, Sir, 'tis a point of wifdom : fere 
you well. 

2 Vih What, fhall we ftab him as he fleeps? 

i Vih No; he'll fay, ''twas done cowardly when he 
wakes. 

2 Vtl. 
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H. * Fi/L When he wakes! why, fool, he IhaQ never 
inke until the great judgment-day. 

* I Vhl. Why, then hell fay, we ftabb'd him fieeping. 
\f'"% VtL The urging of that ^word* judgment, hath bred 
k kind of remorfe in me. 

I I VtL What? art thou afraid? 
I 2 VtL Not to kill him, having a warrant fdf it :' nut 
to be damn'd for killing him, from the which* no war- 
pant can defend me. 

VU. Tflback to the Duke of Glo'fter, and tell him 

2 VlU Nay, pr'ytfiec, ftay a little : I hope this holy 
ur of mine will change; it was wont to Hold me 
it while one would tell twenty. 

1 y PV. How doll thou feel thyfelf now? 

2 VtL 'Faith, fbme certain dregs of confcience are 
yet within me. 

1 VtL Remember the reward when the feed's done. 
2, VtL Come, he dies. I had forgot the reward. 
i VtL Where's thy confidence now? 

2 Vih O, in the Duke of Glo'fter*s purfe* 

* i ViL- When he opens his purfe to give us our re* 
ward, thy conscience flies out. 

2 VtL 'Tis no matter, let it go ; thejrc'* few or none 
wJQ entertain it. 

1 Vih What if it come' to thee again? 

2 Vih 111 not meddle with it ; jt i$ a dangerous thing, 
% makes a man a coward. A man cannot fleal, but it 
'aceufeth him; a man cannot fwear, but it checks him ; 

a man cannot lie with his neighbour's wife, but it de- 
[ feclfcs him. 'Tis a bluming fhame-fae'd (pirit, that ma-' 
tmies in a man's bofom : it fills one full of obitacles. 
It made me once reftore a purfe of gold that by chance 
1 found. It beggars any man that keeps it- It is turned 
out of towns and cities for a dangerous thing ; and e- 
very man that means to live well, endeavours to truft 
. to himfelf, and live without it. 

I Vih 'Tis even now at my elbow, perfuading me 
aot to kill the Duke. 

2*VU. Take the devil in thy mind, and believe it 

nqfc: i$*|&ottld inlinuate with thee biit to make thee figh. 

JWfefll^V. R j Vih 
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.1 VtL I am ftrong-fram'd, he cannot prevail with me. 

2 r>7. Spoke like a tall fellow, that refpe^s his t&\ 
putatiop. ;Come, (hall we fall to work ? " 

j Vd. T^ake him over the coftard with the hilt of thy ia 
iword, and then throw him into the malraiie-butt in ttt*** 
,ncxt room. 

2 Vd. O excellent device, and make a -Top of him. 

i Vd. Soft, he, wake* Shall I ftrike? 

2 Vd. No ; we'll reafon with him. 

Clar. Where art thou, keeper? give me a cup of wine, j*-"* 

2 Vd. You (hall have wine enough, my Lord, anon, 

Clar. In God's name, what art thou? 

i Vd. A man, as you are. 

Clar. But not, as I am, royal. 

I VU. Nor you, as we are, loyal. 
'_ filar. Thy voice is thunder, hut thy looks are humble. 

1 Vd. My voice is now the King's, my looks mine own. 
Ciar. How darkly and how deadly doft thou fpeak*? 

Your eyes do menace me : why look you pale ? 
Who fent you hither? wherefore do you come? 

Both. To, to, to 

Clar. To murder me,? 

Both. Ay, ay. 

Clar. You icarceiy have the hearts to tell me fo4 
And therefore cannot have the hearts to do it. 
Wherein, my .friends, have I offended you ? 

i VtL Offended us you have not, but Jthe King. 

Clar. I (hall be reconciled to him again. 

2 Vd. Never, my Lord ; therefore prepare to die. p 
Clar. Are you call'd forth from out a world of men. 

To (lay the innocent? what's my offence? 

Where is the evidence that doth accufe me? 

What lawful queft have giv'n their verdict up 

Unto the frowning judge? or who pronounc'd 

The bitter fentence of poor Clarence' death ? 

Before I be conviQi by courfe of law, ' . .- 

To threaten me with death, is moft unlawful. 

I charge you, as you hope to have redemption, 

That you depart, and lay no hands on me. 

The deed ypu undertake is damnable. 

i Vd. WhaJ we will do, we do upon command. 

iVd. 
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2 VIL And he that hath commanded, is our King* 

Clar. Erroneous vafTals ! the great King of kings 
Hath in the table of his law commanded, 
#Tiat thou malt do no murder ; will you theti 
Spurn at his edi&, and fulfil a man's? 
Take heed, for he holds vengeance in his hand, 
To hurl upon their heads that break his law. 

2 Vil. And that fame vengeance doth he hurl on thee 
For falfe forfwearing, and for murder ttfo. 
Thou didft receive the focrament, to fight 
In quarrehof the houfeof Lancafter. 

i Vil. And, like a traitor to the name of God, 
Didft break that vowj and with thy treacherous blade* 
Unripp'dil the bowels- of thy Sovereign's fon. 

2 Vil. Whom thou wert fwbrn to cherifhand defend. 

i VUi How caafibthoir urge God's dreadful law to usy 
When thou haft broke it in fuch high degree? 

Clar, Ala*! Tot whofe fake did I that ill deed? 
For Edward; for my brother, for his fake. 
He fends you not to murder riie for this;. 
For in that fin he is as deep as I. * ' 

If God will be avenged for the deed f ', 
Take not the quarrel from his powerful arm." 
He needs no indirect nor lawlefs courfe, 
To cut off* thofe that have offended him: 

I ViL Who made thee then a bloody minifter, 
When gallant-fpringing. brave Plantagenet, 
That princely novice, was ftruck dead by thee? 

Clar. My brother's love; the devil, and my rage-. 

i Vil. Thy brother's love, our duty, and thy faulty 
Provoke us hither now, to (laughter thee. 

Clar. If you do love my brother, hate not me. 
I am his brother, and I love him well. .. 
If you are hir'd for meed, go back again, 
And I will fend you to my brother Glo'fter, 
Who will reward you better for my life, 
Than Edward will for tidings of my death; 

R2 2 Til 
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O, know you yet, he doth it publicly; 
Take not the quarrel, &c. 
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2 Ft!. You arc deeded; your brother Glo'fter hi 2 , 
you. |ii 

Clar. Oh, no, he loves me, and he holds me dear, 
Go you to him from me. 

Both. Ay, fo we will. 

Clar. Tell him, when that our princely father Yori 
Blefs'd his three fons with his victorious arm, 
And charged us from his foul to love each other, 
He little thought of this divided friendship. 
Bid Glo'fter think on this, and he will weep. 

I VU. Ay, millftones, as he leflbn'd us to weep. 

Clar. O do not flander him, for he is kind. 

1 Vtl* As fnow in harveft:— you deceive yourfelf; 
'Tis he that fends us to deftroy you here. 

Clar. it cannot be, for he bewept my fortune, 
And huggM me in his arms, and fwore with fobs, 
That he would labour my delivery. \ 

I Vti. Why, fo he doth, when he delivers you 
From this earth's thraldom to the joys of heav'xi. 

% Fil. Make peace with God, for you mud die, as] 
Lord. 

Clar. Have you that holy feeling in your foul, 
To counfel me to make my peace with God, 
And are you yet to your own fouls fo blind, 
That you will war with God, by murd'ring me? 
O Sirs, confider, they that fet you ou 
To do this deed, will hate you for the deed* 

% Fil What mall we do? 
. Clar. Relent, and favc your fouls *. 

I FiL Relent ? 'tis cowardly and womanira. 

Clar. Not to relent, is beaftly, favage, devilim. 
My friend, I fpy fome pity in thy looks* 
O, if thine eye be not a -flatterer. 

Cora 
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Which if you, if you were a prince** foa, 
Being pent from liberty, as I am now, 
If two fuch murderers as yourfelves came to you* 
Would not intrcat for life? ah! you would beg* 
Were you in my diftref b - ■ « 
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ie thou on my fide, and intreat for me *. 

P1L Take that, and that; if all this will not do, 
*\ [Stabs him. 

drown you in the malmfie-butt within. [Exit. 

k ViL A bloody deed, and defp'rately difpatch'd. 
o iw fain, like Pilate, would I wa(h my hands 

this moft grievous guilty murder done ! . 

Re-enter jirjl Villain. . 

1 ViL How now? what mean'il thou, that thou help'fV 
me not ? 

fheav'n the Duke fhall know how flack you've been. 

2 ViL I would he knew that I had fav'd his brother! 
ake thou the fee, and tell him what I fay; 
or I repent me that the Duke is (lain. [Exit. . 

1 ViL So do not 1 ; go, coward, as thou arU 
Tell, I'll go hide the body in fome hole, 
21 that the Duke give order for his burial i 
nd, when I have my meed, I muft away ; 

rthis will but/ and then Imuft not ftay« [Exit. . 

ACTIL SCENE L. 
Tht Court. . 

Enter King Edward Jick, the Queeni Dorfet> Rivers y 
Hajlings* Catejbyy Buckingham^ and other, Lords. 

K. Edia. VV HY, fo; now. have I done a. good. 
day's work. 
¥ou Peers, continue this united league : : 
I every day expecl: an embafiage 
Fjom my. .Redeemer, to recal me hence. 
And now in peace my foul (hall part to heav'n,:. 
Sihce I have made my friends at peace on earth*. 
|Haftings and Rivers, take each other's hand; 
DuTemble hot your hatred ; fwear your love. 

Rlv. By heav'ri, my foul is purg'd from grudging hate, , 
And with my hand I feal my true heart's love. 

£ 3' K*$- 

; • ♦ „ , intreat for mc.< 

. A-bcgging prince what beggar pities not f ! . 

kt:' -Iprit. Lookhehind you, myLocd.:, 

0I^MSCiLj:akc that, &c . 
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Haft. So thrive I, as I tmly fwear the like! 
K. Edw. Take heed you dally not before your King* 
Left he that is the fupreme King of kings, 
Confound your hidden fittfehobd, and award 
Either of you to be the other's end. 

Hajl. So.profper I, at I fwear perfect love! 
Rtv. And I, as I lore Hafttngs with my heart! 
K. Edw. Madam, yourfelf k not exempt from thi*£ 
Nor your fon Dorfet ; Buckingham, nor you: 
You have been fa&ioua one againft the other. 
Wife, lore Lord Haftings, let him kifk your hand ; 
And what you do* do it unfeignedly. 

Qyten. There, Halting*;— I will never more remember 
Our former hatred; fb thrive I and mine! 

K. Edtv* Dorfet, embrace him* Haftings, love Lord 

Marquis. 
Dorf. The interchange of love I here proteft, 
Upon my part, fhall be inviolable. 
Haft. And fo fwear I. 

K. Edw. Now, princely Buckingham, feaf thou this 
With thy embracements to my wife's allies, [league: 

And make me happy in your unity. 

Buck. When ever Buckingham dotli turn his hate 
Upon your Grace, and not with duteous love 

[To the Qwen* 
Doth cherifh you and yours, God punim me 
With hate in thofe where I expect moft love! 1 —* 
When 1 have moft need to employ a friendY 
And moft affured that he is a friend, 
Deep, hollow, "treacherous, and full of guile, 
Be he to me ! this do I beg of heaven, 
When I am cold in zeaj to you or yours. 

[Embracing Rivers, Csfa. 
K. Edtv* A pleafing cordial, princely Buckingham, 
Is this thy vow unto my fickly heart. 
There wanteth now our brother Glo'fter here, 
To make the bleffed period of this peace. 

Buck^ And, in good time, here comes the. Nobie Duke*. 

Enter Glmcefttr % «n>id) Rateltff.. ; \ 
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^nd, princely Peeri, a happy time of day! 

K. Edw. Happy indeed, as we have fjpent the day. 
brother, we haws done deeds of charity ; 
fade peace of enmity, fair love of hate, 
|£etween thcfe fwelling wrong-tncenfed Peers. 

Gfo.. A bleffed labour, my meft Sovereign Liege* 
[Among this princely heap, if any here, 
1 By falfe intelligence, or wrong furmife, 
I Hold me a foe; if I unwittingly 
Have aught committed that is hardly borne 
By any in this pufence, I dehre 
To reconcile me to his friendly peace, 
Tis death to me to be at enmity. 
I hate k r and defire all good mens' love. 
FIrft, Madam, I intreat true peace of you, 
Which I will purchafe with my duteous fervice* 
Of you, my noble coufin Buckingham, 
If .ever any grudge were lodgM between us ; 
Of you, and you, Lord Rivers, and of Dorfet, 
That all without defert have frown 'd on me: 
Of you, Lord Woodvile ; and, Lord Scales, of you;. 
Dukes, Earls, Lords, Gentlemen ; indeed, of alt 
I do not know that Englishman alive, 
With whom my foul is any jot at odds, 
More than the infant that is born to-night. 
I thank my God for my humility, 

Quien. A holiday (hall this be kept hereafter. 
I would to God all ftrifes were well compounded!" 
My Sovereign Lord, I do befeech your Highnefs 
To take our brother Clarence to your Grace. 

Glo, Why, Madam, have I offcr'd love for this, 
To be fo flouted in this royal prefence ? 
Who knows not that the gentle Duke is dead? 

iThey alljlarh 
You do him injury to fcorn his corfe. 

K* Ed*w. Who knows not he is dead! who knows 

he is? 
Queen. All-feeing Heaven, what a world is this ! 
Buck. Look I fo pale, Lord Dorfet, as the reft ? 
Dtrfi Ay, my good Lord ; and no man in the prefence* 
B«i bis red colour hath forfpok his cheeks. 

fEdvi* Ja Clarence dead? the order was revers'd. 
GW 



<, _ 



aa* KINO, RICHARD lit AcVIU 

G/o. But he, £oor man, by your firft order died, . 
And- that a winged Mercury did bear: 
Some tardy cripple had the countermand, 
That came too lag to fee him buried. 
God grant that fome left noble, and lefs loyal, . 
Nearer; in bloody thoughts, and ; not in blood, 
Peferve no worfe than wretched Clarence, did, . 
And yet go cunent from fufpicion* 

JSntor Lord Stanley. . 

Sianl A boon, my Sov'reign, for myrfervice done* 

K. Edw. I pi^thety peace; my foul is full of forrow. •. 

Skin/. T will not rife, unlcfs your Highnefs hear me. 

K. Edw. Then Jfey at once, what is it thou requeft'ft. 

Stan/. The forfeit, Sovereign, of my fervant's life, 
Who flew, to-day a riotous gentleman, 
Lately attendant on the Duke of Norfolk* 

K. Edw. /Have I a,tongue to doom my brothers deaths 
And fhall that tongue give pardon to a ilave ? 
My brother kill'd no man; his fault was thought;. 
And yet his puniftiment was bitter death. 
Who fuecL to me for him ? who, in my wrath, 
Kneel'd at my feet, and bid me. be advis'd? 
Who fpoke of brotherhood ? who fpoke of love?; 
•Who told me, how the poor foul did for fake 
The mighty Warwick, and did fight for me ?. 
Who told«me, in the field ^at Tewkfbury, . 
When Oxftfrd had me down, he refcued me ? ■ 
And faid, Dear Brother, live and be a King? 
Who told m,e> when we both lay in the field, r . 
Frozen, .almoft to death, how he did lap me, , 
Ev'n in his garments, and did give, him f elf 
All thin aad naked to the numb cold night?: 
eAU this from my remembrance brutifh wrath 
Sinfully pluck'd, and not a man of you 
Had fo much/ grace to put it in my mind. 
But when your carters, or your waiting vafTalsy 
Have done a drunken daughter, and defac'd\ 
The precious image of our dear Redeemer ; 
y<ou ftraight are on your knees for pardon, pardon,' 
&nd I, unjuflly too, md grocvt \t ^o\x. 
Mut fat n\y_ bwtfow not a tnan wato &£&>>. 
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Nor I, ungr&ciotts, fpake uftto myfelf 
For him, poor foul. The proudeft of yon all 
Have been beholden* to him in hie life: 
Yet none of you would once plead -for his life. 
OGod! I fear thyjuftice will take hold 
On me, and you, and mine, and yours, for this. 
Come, Haftinga, help me to my elofet. Ah, 
Poor Clarence! [Exeunt fome with the King and Queen. 
GIo. Thefe are the fruits of raflinefs : mark'd you not, 
How that the guiky kindred of the Q*ecn 
Look'd pale, when they did hear of Clarence* death? 
>"0! they did urge it ftill unto the King. 
God will revenge it. Come, Lords, will you go 
To comfort Edward with our company ? [Exeunt. 

SCENE II. 

Enter the Dntchefs of Tort, with the two children of Clarence. 

Son. Good grandam, tell us, is our father dead?^ 

Dutch. No, boy. 

Dough. Why do you weep fo oft ? and beat your breaft? 
And cry, O Clarence ! my unhappy fon ! 

Son. Why do you look on us, and (hake your head, 
And call us orphans, wretches, caft-aways, 
If that our noble father be alive? 

Dutch. My pretty coufins, you miftake me both. 
I do lament the Ccknefs of the King, 
| As loath to lofe him; not your father's death; 
It were loft forrow to wail one that's loft. 

Son. Then you conclude, my grandam, he h dead* 
The king mine uncle is to blame for this. 
God will revenge it, whom I will importune 
With daily earneft prayers. 

Daugh. And fo will I. 

Dutch. Peace, children, peace! the King doth love you 
Incapable and (hallow innocents ! ^ [well* 

You cannot guefs who caused your father's death. 

Son. Grandam, we can ; for my good uncle Glo'fter 
Told me, the King, provok*d to't by the Queen, 
Dew'd impeachments to imprifon hint; 
* '£0&ea my unck told me fo, he wept, 
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And pitied me, and kindly* kifs'd my cheek; 
Bade me rely on him, as on my father, 
And he would love me dearly as his -child. 

Dutch. Ah! that deceit mould ileal fuch gentle fhape r 1 
And with a virtuous vizard hide deep vice 1 
He is my fon, ay, and therein my fhame^ 
Yet from my dug* he drew net this deceit. 

Son. Think you my uncle did difFemble, grandam I 

Dutch. Ay, boy. 

Son. 1 cannot think it. Hark, what noife is this? 

Enter the Queen with her hair about hsr ears, Rivers an<£ 
Dorjet after her. 

Queen. Ah ! who fhall hinder me to wail and weep I 
To chide my fortune, and torment myfelf? 
I'll join with black defpair againft-my foul, 
And to myfelf become an enemy. 

Dutch* What means this fcene of rude impatience? , 

Queen. To make an acl: of tragic violence. 
Edward, my kord, thy fon, our King, is dead. \ 
Why grow the branches when the root is gone? 
Why wither no* the leaves that want their fap? 
If you will live, lament ; if die, be brief; . 
That our fwift-winged fouls may catch the King's ; 
0r, like obedient fubjects, follow him 
To his new kingdom of perpetual reft. 

Dutch Ah! ft> much int'reft have I in thy forrow>* 
As I had title to thy Noble hufband* 
, 1 have bewept a worthy hufband's death,, 
And liVd by looking on his images* 
But! now two. mirrors of his princely femblance, 
Are crack'd in pieces by malignant death ; 
And I for comfort nave but one falfe glafs, 
That grieves me when I fee my fhame in him. 
Thou art a widow, yet thou art a mother, 
And haft the comfort of thy children left : 
But Death talh fnatch'd my hufband from mine arms,- 
And pluck'cRwo crutches from -my feeble hands, 
Clarence and Edward. O* what caufe have 1 
(Thine being but a moiety of my grief) 
, To over-go thy plaints, and drown thy cries! 

Son. Ah, aunt J you wept not for our father's death;. 

How- 
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flow can we aid you with our kindred-tears? 

Daugh. Our fatherlefs diftrefs was left unmoan'd, 
four widow dolours likewifcbe unwept ! 

Queen. Give me no help in lamentation, 
lam not barren to bring forth complaints: * 
Ah, for -inyhufband, for my dear Iiord Edward ! 

Chil. Ah, for our father, for our dear Lord Clarence! 

Dutch. Alas, for both, both mine, Edward and Cla- 
rence! 

Queen. What ftay bad I but Edward ? and he's gone, 

Chil. What flay had we but Clarence? and he's gone. 

Dutch. What llaysliad I but tbey ? and they* are gone.. 

Queen. Was never widow' had fo dear a lofs. 

Ajhil. Were never orphans had fo dear a lofs: 

Dutch. Was never mother had fo dear a lofs. 
Alas! I am the mother of thefe* griefs; 
Their woes are parcelPd, mine are general* 
j>he for an Edward weeps, and fo do I ; 
I for a Clarence weep, fo doth not me; 
Thefe bab^ 1 for Clarence weep, and fo do L 
Alas! you three, on -me threefold diftrefs'd 
four all your tears; I am your forrow*s nurfe, 
And I will pamper it with lamentations. 

Dorf. Comfort, dear 'mother ; God is much difpleas'd, 
That with untharikfulnefs you take his doing. 
In common worldly things 'tis caU'd ungrateful ' 
With dull unwiUingnefs to' pay a debt, 
Which with a bounteous hand was kfndly lent : 
Much more to be thus oppqfite with Heav'n ; 
for it requires the royal debt it lent you. 

Riv. Madam, bethink you, like a careful mother, 
Of the young Prince your fonj fend ftraight for him. 
Let him be crown'd ; in him your comfort lives. 
Drown defp'rate forrow in dead Edward's grave, 
And plant your joys in living Edward's throne. 



-^ SCENE 




• ■ " bring forth complaints! 
All fprings reduce? their currents to mine eyea, 
That I, being governM by the wat*ry moon, 
May fend forth plenteous tears to drown the world. 
Ah, for roy hufband, &c. 

y ■ 
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SCENE III, 

Enter GlouceJler\ Buckingham, Stanley, Hajftngs, and 
RatcBf. 

Glo. Siller, have oomfort: all of us have caufe 
To wail the dimming of our (Lining ftar; 
But none can help pur harms by wailing the*)* 
Madam, my mother, I do cry you mercy ; 
I did not foe you.— -IJumbly on my knee 
I crave your blefling. 

Duch. God blefs thee, and put meeknefe in thy breail, 
Love, charity, obedience, and true duty. 

Glo. Amen, and make me die a good old man I— 
That is the butt-end of a mother's bleffiog; 
I marvel that her Grace did leave it out. [jjfide* 

Buck. You cloudy princes, and heart-forrowing peers, 
That bear this mutual heavy load of moan, , 

Now chear each other in each other's love. : 

Though we have, fpent our harveft of this King, . ' 
We are to reap, the harveft of hiB fon. 
The broken rancour of ypur high-fwoln hearts, 
But lately fplinter'd, knit and join'd together, 
Muft gently be preferv'd, chenih'd, and kept. 
Me feemeth good, that, with fome little train, 
Forthwith from Lucjlow the young Prince bs fgteh'd 
Hither to London, to be ciown'd our King. 

Riv. Why with fome littl? train, my Lord of Buck- 
ingham ? 

Buck. Marry, my Lord, left by a multitude 
The new-heal'd wound of malice mould break out ; 
Which would be fo much the more dangerous, 
By how much the eftate is yet ungovern'd* 
Where every horfe bears his commanding rein, 
And may direct his courfe as pleafe him&lf, 
As well the fear of harm, as harm apparent, 
In my opinion ought to be prevented. 

Glo. I hope the King made peace with all of us ; 
And the compact is firm and true in me. 

Riv. And fo in me; and fo 1 think in all. 
Yet fwee it is but green, it ttxowld be ^ut 
To no apparent likelihood o£ breach, 
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tVTiich haply by much company might be urg'df 
Fherefore I fay, with Noble Buckingham, 
That it is meet but few mould fetch the Prince. 

Hafl. And fo fay I. 

GIo. Then be it fo; and go we to determine 
iVho they (hall be that ftrait (hall poll to Ludlow. 
tfadam, and you my lifter, will you go, 
To give your cenfures * in this weighty buiinefs? 

Manent Buckingham and Gloucejler. 

Buck. My Lord* whoever journies to the Prince, 
'or God's fake let not us two ftay at home; 
•or by the way I'll fort occafion, 
U index to the (lory we late talk'd of, 

part the Queen's proud kindred from the Prince. 
Glo. My otHer felf, my counfel's conliftory, 

ly oracle, my prophet !— My dear coufin, 

, as a child, will go by thy direction. 

ow'rd Ludlow then, for we'll not (lay behind. [Exeunt* 

SCENE- IV. Changes to a Jrset near the court. 

Enter one Citizen at one door> and another at the other. 

i Cit. Good morrow, neighbour; whither away fo fad i 
2 Cit. I promifeyou I hardly know myfelf: 
(ear you the news abroad? 
i Cit. Yes ; the King is dead. 

2 Cit. Ill news, by'r Lady; feldom comes a better: 
fear, 1 fear, 'twill prove a giddy world. 

Enter another Citizen. 

3 Cit. Neighbours, God fpeed! 

1 Cit. Give you good morrow* Sir. 

3 Cit. Doth the news hold of good King Edward's 
death ? 

2 Cit. Ay, Sir, it is too true; God help the while! 

3 Cit. Then, Matters, look to fee a troublous world. 

1 Cit. No, no, by God's good grace his fon (hall reign. 
3 Cit. Wo to that land that's govern'dby a child! 

2 Cit. In him there is a hope of government: 
hich in his nonage, counfel under him, 

Vol. V. S KsA* 

• Cenfures, for counjth. 
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And, in his full and ripen'd years, himfelf, 

No doubt (hall then, and till then govern well. 

I Cit. So flood the ftate when Henry the Sixth 
Was crown'd in Paris but at nine months old. 

3 Cit. Stood the ftate fo? no, no, good friends, God 
For then this land was famioufly enrich'd [wotj 

With politic grave counfel ; then the King 
Had virtuous uncles to protecl his Grace. 

I Cit. Why, fo hath this, both by his father and mother. 

3 Cit. Better it were they all came by his father; 
Or by his father there were none at all: 
For emulation, who fhali now be neareft, 
Will touch us all too near, if God prevent not. 
O* full of danger is the Duke of Glo'fter; 
And the Queen's fons and brothers haughty, proud: 
And were tKey to be rul'd, and not to rule, 
This fickly land might folace as before. 

1 Cit, Come, come, we fear the worft; all will be well 
3 Cit. When clouds are feen, wife men put on their 

cloaks; 
When great leaves fall, then winter is at hand ; 
When the fun fets, who doth not look for night? 
Untimely ftorms make men expe& a dearth : 
AH may be well; but if God fort it fo, 
'Tis more than we deferve, or I expect. 

2 Cit. Truly the hearts of men are full of fear; 
You cannot reafon almoft with a man 

That looks not heavily, and full of dread. 

3 Cit. Before the days of change, ftili is it fb ; 
By a divine inu\inc"r. mens* minds miftruft 
Enfuing danger; as by proof we fee 

The waters fwell before a boift'rous ftorm. 
But leave it all to God. Whither away ? 

2 Cit. Marry, we were fent for to the juftices. 

3 Cit. And fo was I, I'll bear you company. [Exeut 



SCENE V. Changes to the court. 

'chbifhop of Tori, the young Duke of 
Queen, and the Dutchefs of Tori. 

dtch. I beard they Aay tat V&t&^ft. fe\tafeasGK$R 



Enter Archbifhop of Tori, the young Dule of Tori, th 
Queen, and the Dutchefs of Tori. 
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At Stony-Stratford they do reft to-night: 
To-morrow, or next day, they will be here. 

Dutch I long with all my heart to fee the Prince; 
I hope he is much grown fince laft I faw him. 

Queen. But I hear, not; they fay my fon of York 
Has almoft overta'en him in his growth. 

Tori. Ay, mother; but I would not have it fo. 

Dutch. Why, my young coufin, it is good to grow. 

York. Grandam, one night as we did lit at fupper, 
My uncle Rivers talk'd how I did grow 
More than my brother. Ay, quoth my uncle Glo'fter* 
Small herbs have grace, great weeds do grow apace. 
And fincej methinks I would not grow fo faft, 
Becaufe fweet flow'rs are flow, and, weeds make hafte. 

Dutch. Good fakh, good faith, the faying did not hold 
In him that did object the fame to thee. 
He was the wretched'ft thing when he was young? 
So long a growings and fo- leiforely, 
That if his rule were true, he mould be gracious. 

Tori. And fo no doubt he is, my gracious Madam'. 

Dutch. I hope he is ; but yet let mothers doubt. 

Tori. Now, by my troth, if I had been remember'd/ 
I could have giv'n my uncle's Grace a flout 
To touch his growth nearer than he touch'd mine. 

Dutch, How, my young York? I pr'ythee, let me 
hear it. 

Tori. Marry, they fey my utfrie grew fo faft, 
That he could gnaw a cruft at two hours old? 
'Twas full two years ere I could~gct a tooth. * 

Grandam, this would have been a biting jeft. 

Dutch. I pr'ythee, pretty York, who told thee this? 

Tori. Grandam, hisnurfe. 

Dutch. His nurfe ! why, fee was- dead ere thou waft 
born. 

Tori. If 'twere not ftre r I cannot tell who told me. 

Queen. A parlous boy — go to, you are too fhrewcL 

Dutch. Good Madam, be not angry with a child* 

Queen, Pitchers have ears. 

Enter a Mefenger. 
j$rcb. Here comes a me/Ienger. What t\evj^. 

"* Such news, my Lord, as grieves nvs to wgoix.% 

S 2 S^ucetu 
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Sheen. How doth the Prince ? 

Mejf. Well, Madam, and in health. 

Dutch. What is thy news ? 

Mtff. Lord Rivers and Lord Gray are fent to Pomfr 
With them Sir Thomas Vaughan, prifoners. 

Dutch. Who hath committed them ? 

Mcfi The mighty Dukes, 
Glo'fter and Buckingham. 

Arch. For what offence $ 

Mef The fum of all 1 can I have difclos'd. 
Why, or for what, the nobles were committed* 
Is all unknown to me, my gracious Lady. 

£>ueen. Ah me! I fee the ruin of my houfe$ ' 

The tyger now hath feiVd the gentle hind. 
Iufulting tyranny begins to jut 
Upon the innocent and awlefs throne : 
Welcome., deftruQion, blood, and matfacrc r 
I fee, as in a map, the end of alL 

Dutch. Accurfcd and unquiet wrangling daya!> 
How many of you have mine eyes beheld? 
My huftand loft his life to get the crown, 
And often up and down my Ions were tofs'o\ 
For me to joy and weep their gain and lofs: 
And being feated, and domeftic broils 
Clean overblown, themfelvea the conquerors 
Make war upon themfelvea, blood againft bloody 
Self againft felf ; O moft prepofterous . 
And frantic outrage \ end thy damned fpleen ; 
Or let me die, to look on death no more, 

Shteen. Come, come, my boy, wc will to fan£tuary> 
Madam, farewell. 

Dutch. Stay, I will go with you* 

$>yeen. You have no caufe. 

Arch. My gracious Lady, go, 
And thither bear your treafure and your goods* 
For my part, Ml refign unto your Grace 
The feal I keep ; and fo betide it me, 
As well I tender you, and all .of yours ! 
Go, I'll conduct you to the fan&uary* \Exe 



KING RICHARD III. ft" 

ACT III. SCENE I. 

In London* 

'rumpets found. Enter Prince of Wales % the Dukes of 
loucejler and Buckingham, jirchhi/hop 9 with others. 
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ELCOME, fweet Prince, to London, 
to your chamber*. 
•. Welcome, dear coufia, my thoughts* fbvereign ; 
?eary way hath made you melancholy. 
nee. No, uncle; but our crofles on the way 
made it tedious, wearifome, and heavy. 
t more uncles here to welcome me. 
. Sweet Prince, th* Untainted virtue of your years 
not yet div'dinto the world's deceit: 
lore can you diftinguiih of a man, 
of his outward fhew, which, God he knows* 
n or never jumpeth with the heart, 
uncles which you want are dangerous t 
Grace attended to their fugar'd words, „ 
okM not on the poifon of their hearts ; 
:eep you from them, and from fuch falfe friends! 1 
net* God keep me from falfe friends! but they 

were none. 
. My Lord, the Mayor of London comes to greet 

you* 

Enter Lord Mayor. 

for. God blefs your Grace with health and happy 

days! 
tee. I thank you, good my Lord, and thank you all 2. 
grht my mother and my brother York 
i long ere this have met us on the way. 
hat: a Aug is Haftiogs ! that he comes not 
I us whither they will come or no. 

Enter Lord Hhjlings* 

L And in good time here comes the fweatfng Lord- N 
tee. Welcome, my Lord. What, will our mother 
come ? 

^ > 3 H 4~ 

W&do* wa$ anciemlj caiicd Camera regia % Wt^wgu 
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/7g0. On what occafion, God he knows, not I, 
The Queen your mother, and your brother York, 
Have taken fan&uary; the tender Prince 
Would fein have come with me to meet your Grace* 
But by his mother was perforce with-held. 

Buck. Fie, what an indirect and peevim courfe 
Is this of hers? Lord- Cardinal, will your Grace 
Perfuade the Queen to fend the Duke of York . 
Unto his princely brother prefently ? 
If (he deny, Lord Haftings, you go with him, 
And from her jealous arms pluck him perforce. . 

Arch. My Lord of Buckingham, if my weak orator 
Can from his mother win the Duke of York, * 

Anon expect him here : but if me be * 
Obdurate to entreaties, God forbid 
We mould infringe the holy privilege- 
Offan&uary! not for all this land 
Would I be guilty of fo deep a (in. 

Buck. You are too fenfelefs-obftinate, my Lord* 
Too ceremonious and traditional *• 
Weigh it but with the greennefa of his age, , 
You break not fan&uary, in feizing him. 
The benefit thereof is always granted: 
To thofe whofe dealings, have deferv'd the place* 
And thofe who have the wit to claim the place ; 
This prince hath neither clairn'd it, nor deferv'd \ty 
Therefore, in mine opinion, cannot have. it. 
Then taking him from thence that is not there,, 
You break, no privilege nor charter there.. 
Oft have I heard of fan£tuary-men, 
But fan&uary -children ne'er till now* 

Arch. My Lord, you fhall o'er- rule my mind for onot 
Come on, Lord Haftings, will you go wkh me? 

Haft. I go, my Lord. . 

[Exeunt Archb'tjhop and Hafling 
Prince. Good Lords, make all the fpeedy hafte yo 
Say, uncle Glo'fter^ if our brother, come,. [mai 

Where fhall we fojourn till our coronation ? K 

Glo. Where it feems beft unto your Royal felf. 
If I may counfel you, fome day or two 

Yoi 

4 Ctreminfous, for fugerjiitiws ,\ traditional^ for adherent to c 
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Your Highnefa (hall repofe you at the Tower: 
Then where you pleafe, and (hall be thought moft fit 
For your beft health and recreation. 

Prince. I do not like the Tower of any place. 
Did Julius Czfar build that place, my Lord ? 

Buck. He did, my graciou* Lord, begin that place* 
Which fince fuccecding ages have rebuilt. 

Prince, Is it upon record ? or elfe reported 
Sacceffively from age to age he built it? 

Buck. Upon record, my gracious Lord. 

Prince. But fay, my Lord, it were not regifter'd,. 
Methinks the truth fhould live from age to age, 
As 'twere entail'd to all pofterity, 
Even to the general all- ending day. 

Glo. So wife, fo young, they fay, do ne'er live long. 

Prince. What fay you, uncle ? 

Glo. I fay, without characters Fame lives long. ' 

Thus like the formal-wife Antiquity 1 .-, 

I moralize : two meanings in one word. y J ia ** 

Prince. That Julius Caefar was a famous man j 
With what his valour did enrich his wit, 
His wit fet down to make his valour live. 
Death made no conqueftof this conqueror; 
For now he lives in fame, though not in life. 
Ill tell you what, my coufin Buckingham.. 

Buck. What, my gracious Lord? 

Prince. An' if i live until I be man, 
I'll win our ancient right in France again,, 
Or die a foldier, as I liv'd a King. 

Glo. Short fummer lightly has a forward fprihgi 

Enter Tork % Hqftingt, and Archbi/bop. 

Buck. Now in good time here comes the Duke of 
York. 

Printf. Richard of York, how fares our Noble bro- 
ther ? 

York. Well, my dread Lord, fo mud I call you now. 

Prince. Ay, brother, to our grief, as it is yours j 
Too late he dy'd that might have kept that title, 
Which by his death hath loft much majefty. 

Glo How fares our coufin, Noble Lord of York ? 

TerL I thank you, gentle uncle. O my Lord, 
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You faid, that idle weeds are faft in growth.: 
The prince my brother hath outgrown me far. 

Glo. He hath, my Lord. 

Tori. And therefore is he idle ? 

Glo. Oh, my fair coulin, I mud not fay fo. 

Tori. Then is he more beholden to you than I. 

Glo. He may command me as my Sovereign, 
But you have power in me as in a kinfman. 

TorL I pray you, uncle, then, give me this dagger. 
• Glo. My dagger, little coufm ? with all my heart. 

Prin. A beggar, brother ? 

Tori. Of my kind uncle, that I know will give ; 
And being a toy, it is no grief to give. 

Glo. A greater gift than that I'll give my coufin. 

Tori. A greater gift? O, that's the fword to it. 

Glo. Ay, gentle coufin, were it light enough. 

Tori. O, then I fee you'll part but with light gifts j 
In weightier things you'll, fay a beggar Nay. 

Glo. It is too weighty for your Grace to wear. 

Tori. I weigh it lightly were it heavier. 

Glo. What, would you have my weapon, little Lord? 

Tori. I would, that I might thank you, as you call me. 

Glo. How ? 

Tori. Little. 

Prince. My Lord of York wiH ftill be crofs in talk ^ 
Uncle, your Grace knows how to bear with him. 

Tori. You mean to bear me, not to bear with me : 
Uncle, my brother mocks both you and me. 
Becaufe that I am little like an ape, 
He thinks that you fhould bear me on your moulders* 

Bud. With what a fharp provided wit he reafons ! 
To mitigate the {corn he gives his uncle, 
He prettily and aptly taunts himfelf ; 
So cunning, and fo young, is wonderful. 

Glo. My gracious Lord,, will't pleafe you pafs along? 
Myfelf and my good coufin Buckingham 
Will to your mother, to intreat of her 
To meet you at the Tower, and welcome yotr. 

Tori. What? will you go unto the Tower, my Lord? 

Prince. My Lord Protector needs will have it fo. 

Tori. I fhall not deep in quiet at the Tower. 

Gla. Why, what fhould you fear? 

TorJL 
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Tori. Marry, my uncle Clarence' angry ghoft : 

y grandam told me he was murder'd there* 

Prints. I fear no uncles dead. 

Clo. Nor none that live, I hope. 

Prince. An* i£ they live, I hope J need hot fear. 

t come, my Lord, and with a heavy heart, 

inking on them, go I unto the Tower. 

[Exeunt Prince* Tori, Haftingj, and Arcbhijhpp* 

SCENE IL 

Mancnt Glouccfttr, Buckingham, and Caiejby, 

Buck. Think you, my Lord, this little prating York 
is not incenfed by his fubtle mother, 
taunt and fcorn you thus opprobrioufly ? 
jlo. No doubt, no doubt: oh, 'tis a par 'lout boy. 
Id, quick, ingenious, forward, capable ; . 
*s all the mother's* from the top to toe. 
Buck. Well, let them reft. Come, Cat eft y, thou art 
deeply to effect what we intend, [fworo 

clofely to conceal what we impart, 
ou know'ft our reafons urg'd upon the way ; 
lat think'ft thou ? is it not an eafy matter 
make Lord William Haftings of our mind* 
• the inilalment of this Noble Duke 
the feat-royal of this famous ifle I 
latef. He for his father's fake fo loves the Prirjfce, 
it he will not be won to aught again ft him. 
luck. What think'ft thou then of Stanley ? will not he £ 
late/. He will do all in all as Haftings doth. 
luck. Well then, no more than this : go, gentle Catefby/ 
1, as it were far off, found thou Lord Haftings, 
w he doth ftand affe&ed to our purpofe; 
i fummon him to-morrow to the Tower, 
£et about the coronation. 
hou doft find him tradlabk to us, 
rourage him, and tell him all our reafons :. 
e be leaden, icy, cold* unwilling, 
thou fo too; and fo break off the talk, 
i give us notice of his inclination : 
we to-morrow hold divided councils, 

Wherein 
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Wherein thyfelf (halt highly be employed. 

Glo. Commend me to Lord William ; tell him, Cateiby^ 
His ancient knot of dangerous advcrfaries * 

To-morrow are let blood at Pomfret-caftle ; 
And bid my friend, for joy of this good news, 
Give Miftrefs Shore one gentle kifs the more. 

Buck. Good Catefby, go, efFe& this bufinef* foundlyv 

Catef. My good Lords both, with all the heed I can. 

Glo. Shall we hear from you, Catefby, ere we deep? 

Catef. You (hall, my Lord. 

Glo. At Crofby-place, there you (hall find us both. 

[Exit Catefby. 

Buck. My Lord, what (hall we do, if we perceive 
Lord Haftings will not yield to our complots ? 

Glo. Chop off his head, man; fomewhat we will. do; 
And look, when I am King, claim thou of me 
The earldom of Hereford, and the moveables 
Whereof the King my brother ftood poffefs'd. 

Buck. I'll claim that promife at your Grace's hand. 

Glo. And look to have it yielded with all kindnefs. 
Come, let us fup betimes, that afterwards 
We may digeft our complota in fome form. [Exeunt* 

SCENE III. Before Lord Haftings' boufc. 

Enter a Mejfenger to the door of Haftings. 

Meff. My Lord, my Lord, 

Haft. [Within.'] Who knocks? 

Meff. One from Lord Stanley. 

• Haft. What is't o'clock? 

Meff. Upon the ftroke of four. 

Enter Lord Haftings. 

Haft. Cannot thy mailer fleep thefe tedious nights? 

Meff. So it appears by what I have to fay : 
Firft, he commends him to your Noble felf. 

Haft. What then? 

Meff. Then certifies your Lord (hip, that this night 
He dream'd the boar had rafed off his helm : 
Befides, he fays, there are two councils held j 
And that may be deterrtuVd at tta otve, "* 

Which may make you and turn to tut at OcC o^aex. 
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'herefore he fends to know your Lordfhip's pleafure, 
f you will prefently take horfe with him, 
\n& with all fpecd poll with him tow'rds the north* 
To (hun the danger that his foul divines. 

Haft. Go, fellow, go, return unto thy Lord, 
Bid him not fear the feparated councils. 
His Hortour and myfelf are at the one ; 
And at the other is my good friend Gatefby ; 
Where nothing can proceed that toucheth us, 
Whereof I (hall not have intelligence. 
Tell him, his fears are (hallow, wanting inftance 5 
And for his dreams, I wonder he's fo fond 
To truft the mock'ry of unquiet (lumbers. 

To fly the boar before the boar purfues, 

Were to incenfe the boar to follow us, 

And make purfuit where he did mean no chace. 

Go, bid thy mafter rife, and come to me ; 

And we will both together to the Tower, 

Where he (hall fee the boar will ufe us kindly. 
Mejf. I'll go, my Lotd, and ten him what you fay. 

* i lExit. 

Enter Catejby. 

,. Catef. Many good morrows to my Noble Lord ! 

Haft. Good morrow, Catefby ; you are early ftirring. 
What news, what news, in this our tott'ring ftate ? 

Catef. It is a reeling world, indeed, my Lord ; 
And I believe will never ftand upright. 
Till Richard wear the garland of the realm. 

Haft. How! wear the garland? doft thou mean the 

Catef. Ay, my good Lord. [crown? 

Haft. I'll have this crown of mine cut from my fhoul- 
Bcfore I'll fee the crown fo foul mifplac'd. [ders f 

But canft thou guefs that he doth aim at it? 

Catef Ay, on my life, and hopes to find you forward 
Upon his party, for the gain thereof: 
And thereupon hefend3 you this good news, 
That this fame very day your enemies, 
The kindred of the Queen, muft die at Pomfret. 

Haft. Indeed I am no mourner for that news, 
Becaufe they have been MR my adverfaries", 
But that I'll give my voice on Richard's Me, 
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To bar my matter's heirs in true defcent, 
God knows, I will not do it, to the death* 

Catef. God keep your Lordfhip in that gracious mind m 

Haft. But I thali laugh at this a twelvemonth hence, • c 
That they who brought me in my matter's hate, 
I live to look upon their tragedy. 
Well, Catefby, ere a fortnight make me older, 
I'll fend forae packing that yet think not on't. 

Catef. 'Tit a vile thing to die, my gracious Lord, 
When men are unpreparM and look not for it. 

Haft. O monftrous, monftrous ! and fo falls it out 
With Rivers, Vaughan, Gray; and fo 'twill do 
With fame men ehe, who think themfelves as fafe 
As thou and I ; who, as thou know'ft, are dear 
To princely Richard and to Buckingham. 

Catef. The princes both make high account of you— •] 
For they account his head upon the bridge. [Jlfide* 

Haft. I know they do; and I have well defervM it. 

Enter Lord Stanley, 

"Come on, come on, where is your boar-fpeaf, man ? 

Fear you the boar, and go fo unprovided ? 1 

Stan. My Lord, good morrow; and good morrow, \ 
You may jeft on, but, by the holy rood, # [Catefby. 

I do not like thefe feveral councils, I. 

Haft. My Lord, I hold my life as dear as you do yours. 
And never in my days, 1 do protefl, 
Was it fo precious to me as 'tis now. 
Think you, but that I know our ftate fecure, 
I would be fo triumphant as I am ? 

Stan. The Lords at Pomfret, when they rode from 
London, 
Were jocund, and fuppos'd their ftates were furej 
And they indeed had no caufe to miflmft : 
But yet, you fee, how foon the day o'ercafl. 
This fudden ftab of rancour I miidoubt ; 
Pray God, I fay, I prove a ueedlefs coward! 
What, (hall we tow'rd the lower? the day is fpent. 

Hall. Come, come, have with you : wot ye what, my , 
Lord? 
To-day the Lords you taAk o£, axt \*&\eaA*du 

7 ■ ' . S&4MU 
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Stan. They, for their truth, might letter' wear their 

heads, 
an fome that have accus'd them wear their hati. 
tat come, my Lord, away. ' 

| Enter a Purfulvant. 

I Haft. Go on before, I'll talk with this good Mow. 
\ [Exeunt Lord Stanley and Catejby. 

Sirrah, how now? how goes the world with thee?' 

Pur/. The better that your Lordfhip pleafe to afk. 

Haft. I tell thee, man, 'tis better with me now, 

han when thou met'ft melafl where now we meet. 

hen I was going prifoner to the Tower, 

>y the fuggeftion of the Queen's allies ; 

ut now I tell thee, (keep it to thyfelf,) 

his day thofe enemies are put to death, 
s-And I in better ftate than e'er I was. 
1 Purf. God hold it to your Honour's good content ! 
J Haft. Gramercy, fellow ; there, drink that for me. 

[ Throws hlnyhls purfejt 
Purf. I thank your Honour. [Exit Purfuivanf* 

* Enter a Prie/L 

, Prteft. Well m£t, my Lord, I'm glad to fee your 

: Honour. 

\ Haft. I thank thee, good Sir John, with all my heart;* 

I'm in your debt for your lafl: exercife. '" ' L . 

Come the next fabbath, and I will content you. 

[He whiffets. 

Enter Buckingham. 

Buck. What, talking with a pricft, Lord Chamberlain? 
Your friends at Pomfret they do need the prieft, * 
( Your Honour hath no fhriving work in hand. 

Haft. Good faith, and when I met'this holy man, 
The men you talk of came into my mind. 
What, go you tow'rd the Tower ? 

Buck. 1 do, my Lord, but long I mail not ftay. 
J mall return be/ore your Lordfhip thence. ' 
Baft. Nay, like eaoogh, for I ftay duktttx fe. 
Vol. V. & T Builu 
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BaeL And flipper too, akho' thou know'ft it not. I 

[4b 

Come, infl you go? 

Haft. I'fl wait upon your LonUhip. [Excwi 

SCENE IV. Change* to P**fretcafl!c. 

Enter Sir Richard RatcBf, with ha&erts, carrying Im 
Rivers, Lord Gray, and Sir Thomas- £aiighan f 
death. 

Rat. Come, bring forth the prifonefs. 

Riv. Sir Richard RatclifF, let me tell thee this, 
To-day (halt thou behold a fubjed die, 
For truth, for duty, and for loyalty. 

Gray. God keep the Prince from all the pack of y< 
A knot you are of damned blood-fuckers. 

Faugh. You live that (hall cry woe for this hereafter. 

Rat. PKpatch ; the limit of your lives is out. 

Riv. O Pomfret, Pomfret i O thou bloody prifon, 
Fatal and ominous to Noble Peers'! 
Within the guilty clofure of thy walls 
Richard the Second, here, was hack'd to death ; 
And, for more (lander to thy difjnaLfeat, 
We give to thee our gufltlefs blood to drink. 

Gray. Now Marg'.cet's curfe is fall'n upon our heads. 
When (he exclaim'd on Haftings, you, and I, 
For (landing by when Richard ft abb 'd her fon. 

Riv. Then curs'd (he Richard, curs'd (he Buckingham 
Then -curs'd (he Haftings. ; remember, God ! 
To hear her prayer for them, as now for us- 
As for my fifter, and her princely fons, 
Be fatisfy 9 d, dear God, with our true ,b!ood ; 
Which, as thou know'ft, unjuftly inuft be fpSt. 

Rat. Make hafte, the hour of death is now expir'd. 

fiiv. Come, Gray; come, Vaughan; let us all ear! 
pncc; 
Farewdl, until we meet again in heaven. [Exeunt. 

SCENE V. The Tower. 

Buckingham, Stanley, Haftings, Bi/hop of Ely, Cate/tyt 
Lovely with others, at a table. 

Jffqfl. Now, Noble Peers, the caufe why we are met 
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etermine of the coronation. 
1*8 name fpeak, when is the royal day ? 
\. Are all things ready for that royal time ? 
. They are, and want but nomination. 

To-morrow then I judge a happy day. 
k. Who knows the Lord Prote&or'a mind herein? 
imoft inward with the noble Duke? 

your Grace, we think, mould fooneft know hi* 
mind. 
k . We know each other's faces : for our hearts 4 , 
ows no more of mine than I of yours; 
of his, my Lord, than you of mine. 
Haftings, yon and he are near in love, 
f. I thank his Grace, I know he loves me wdL 
r Ms purpofe in the coronation, 
not founded him ; nor he deKver'd 
-acktas pleasure any way therein. 
>u, my Noble Lord, may name the time, 
> the Duke's behalf I'll give my voice y 
i I prefume he'll take m gentle part. 

Enter Glouce/Ier. 

In happy tune here comes the Duke himfelf. 

My Noble Lords and coufins all, good morrow: 
been long a deeper; but I truft- 
fence doth negle6t no great defigny 
i by my presence might have been concluded. 
k. Had you not come upon your cue, my Lord, 
m Lord Haftings had pronounc'd your part ; 
1 your voice for crowning of the King. 
-Than my X^ord Haftings no man might beholder, 
ordfhip knows me well, and loves me well. 
3rd of Ely, when I was laft in Holborn, 
(rood ftrawberries in your garden theret - 
efeech you fend" for fome of them. 
. Marry, and will, my Lord, with all my heart. 

[Ex'tiEty. 

Coufin of Buckingham, a word with you. 
y hath founded Haltings in our buiinels, 
tnds the telly gentleman fo hot, 
aewill lofe his head, ere give confent, 
after's fon, as worfhipfully he terms it, 

T 2 SUa 
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Shall lofe the royalty of England's throne. 

Buck. Withdraw yourfelf a while; I'll go withyom' 

{Exeunt Glo. and Bi 

Stan. We ba?c not yet fet down this day of trim 
To-morrow, in my judgment, is too fudden ; 
For I myfelf am not fo well provided. 
As elfe I would be, were the day prolong'd. 

Re-enter Bj/hop of Ely. 

Ely. Where v& my Lord the Duke of Gloucefter? 
I have fent ftraitway for thefe ftrawberries. 
* Haft. His Grace looks chear fully and fmooth 

morning : 
There's fome conceit or other likes him weU, 
When that he bids good morrow with fuch fpirit. 
I think there's ne'er a man in Chriftendom 
Can leffer hide his love or hate than he ; 
For by his face ftrait fbaH you know his heart. 

Stan. What of his heart perceive you in his face, 
By any likelihood he raew'd to-day ? 

Haft. Marry, that with no man here he is offended; 
For were he, he had fliewn it in his looks. 

Re-enter Gloucefter and Buckingham. 

Glo. I pray you all, tcM me what they deferve* 
That do confpire my death with deviliih plots 
Of damned' witchcraft, and that have prevail'd 
Upon my body with their hellifh charms. *j 

Haft. The tender love I bear your Grace, my Lord; 1 
Makes me moft forward in this princely prefence, 
To doom th' offenders, whofoe'er they be. 
I fay, my Lord, they have deferved death. 

Glo. Then be your eyes the witnefs of their evffl. 
Look how I am bewitch'd; behold, mine arm 
Is, like a blafted fapling, wither'd up. 
And this is Edward's wife, that monftrous witch, 
Contorted with that harlot, ftrumpet Shoie, 
That by their witchcraft thus have marked me. t * j 

Haft. If they have done this deed, my Moble Lbrd-^ 

Glo. If? thou protector of this damned ftrumpet, I 
Talk' ft: thou to me o£ Ife*. tkow axt ?it\ga%Qv ■ » 
Off with his bead nov*,\>y S*. ^^\\ W«x, _ 
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[ will not dine until I fee the fame. 

Lovel and Catefby, — look that it be done. 

fhc reft: that lore me, rife and follow me. [Exeunt. 

Manent Lovel and Catejby % with the Lord Hqftings. 

Haft. Woe, woe, for England! not a whit for me L 
For I,, too fond, might have prevented this. 
Stanley did dream the boar did rafe our helms ; 
But I did fcofn it, and difdain to fly. 
Three times, to-day my foot-cloth horfe did ftumble, 
And itarted when he look'd upon the Tower, 
lAs loath, to bear me to the flaughter-houfe. 
0, now 1 need the. prieli that fpake to me. 
Inow repent 1 told. the purfuivant, 
A* too triumphing, haw mine enemies 
To-day at Pom&et bloodily were butchered, 
And I myfelf fecure in grace and favour. 
Oh, Marg'ret, Marg'ret, now thy heavy curfe 
Is lighted on poor Mailings' wretched head. 

Catefj Come, come, difpatchj the Duke would be at 
dinner. 
Hake a fhort thrift, he longs to fee your head. 

Haft. O momentary grace of mortal men, 
Which.we more hunt for than the grace of Godi 
Who builds his hope in th' air of your fair looks, 
Lives like a drunken failor on a matt, 
Ready with every nod to tumble down - 
Into the fatal bowels of the deep* 

Ltro. Gome, come, difpatch, 'tis bootlefs* to exclaim* 

Haft. O bloody Richard! miferable England! 
P prophefy the: fearfull'ft time to thee 
That ever wretched, age hath look'd upon. 
Come, lead me to the block, bear him my head. 
They fmile at me who (hortly (hall be deadV [Exeunt. 

SCENE . VL Changes /• the Toweriua/ls* 

J&nUr Gloucefter and Buckingham in rafty armour, marveU 
14 1 •« lous ill favour 9 d.. 

Qb* Come> coufm, caalt thou. quake and change thy 
Morder th/ breath m middle of a word, ^.dtascy 

d kmtthm agai? begin, and ilop again, 

»*£•* It' £* 
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As if thou were diftraught, and mad with terror? 

Buck. Tut ! I can counterfeit the deep tragedian* 
Speak, and look back, and pry on every fide ; 
Tremble and ftart at wagging of a ftraw, 
Intending deep fufpicion : ghaftly looks 
Are at my fcrvice, like inforced fmiles i 
And both are ready in their offices, 
At any time to grace my ftratagems. 

Glo. Here comes the Mayor. 

Buck. Let me alone to entertain him. Lord Mayor— 



i 






Enter the Lord Mayor, attended* 

» Glo. Look to the draw-bridge there. 
Buck. Hark, a drum ! 
Glo. Catefby, o'erlook the walls. 
Buck. Lord Mayor, the reafon we have fent— 
Glo. Look back, defend thee, here are enemies. 
Buck. God and our innocence defend and guard us? 

Enter Lovel and Catejby with Ha/ling's, head. 

Glo: Be patient, they are friends ; Catefby and Lovel 

Lov. Here is the head of thai ignoble traitor, 
The dangerous and unfufpe&ed -Hattings. 

Glo. So dear 1 lov'd the man, that Imuft weep* 
I took him for the plaineft, harmlefs creature, 
That breath'd upon the earth a Chriftian : 
Made him my book, wherein my foul recorded 
The hiftory of alt her fecret thoughts ; 
So fmooth he daub'd his vice with (hew of virtue* 
That (his apparent open guilt omitted, '* 

I mean his conversation with Shore's wife)* J 

He liv'd from all attainder of fufpe&. | 

Buck. Well, well, he was the covert'ft fhelter'd trai- * 
Would you imagine, or almoft believe,. [tor * 

( Were't not that by great preservation 
We live to tell it,) that the fubtle traitor 
This day had plotted in the council-houfe, 
To murder me and my good Lord of Glo'ften 

Mayor. W^hat ? had he fo ? , 

Glo. What ! think you we are Turks or Infidels^" 
Or that we would, agaiftft \\\e foxm o£ Uw, 
Proceed thu3 ralhlv to t\xc V\flbakC % ^sa£cw%. 
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But that the extreme peril of the cafe, 

The peace of England, and our person's fafety, 

InforcM us to this execution ? 

Mayor. No w, fair befal you ! he deferv'd his death * 
And your good Graces both have well proceeded, 
To warn falfe traitors from the like attempts. 
I never look'd for better at his hands, 
After he once felt in with Miftrefs Shore. 

Buck, Yet had not we determin'd he mould die* 
Until your Lord/hip came to fee his end ; 
Which now the loving hafte of thefe our friends, 
Something againft our meaning, hath prevented ; 
Becaufe, my Lord, we would have had you heard • 

The traitor fpeak, and tim'roufly confefs. 
The manner and the purpofe of his treafons ; 
That you might well have fignify'd the fame 
j Unto the citizens, who haply may 
, Mifconllrue us in him, and wail his death. 

Mayor. Tut ! my good Lord, your Qrace's word (halt 
As well as 1 had feen and heard him fpeak : [ferveV 

\ And do not doubt, right noble Princes both, 

But I'll acquaint our duteous citizens 
1 With all your juft proceedings in this cafe. 

GIo. And to that end we wiih'd your Lordfhip here*. 
T'avoid the cenfurea of the carping world. 

Buck, But iince you come too late of our intent* 
Yet witnefs what you hear we did intend : x 
And fo, my good Lord Mayor, we bid farewell. 

[Exit Mayor. 
GIo. Go after, after, con fin Buckingham, 
The Mayor towards Guild-hall hies him in all poll. 
There, at your meeteft vantage of the time, 
Infer the baftardy of Edward's children; 
Tell them how Edward put to death a citizen* 
Only for faying, he would make his fon 
Heir to the crown, meaning indeed his houfe* 
Which by the fign thereof was termed fo. 
Moreover urge his hateful luxury, 
And beftial appetite in change of lull, 
Which ftretch'd unto their fervants, daughters, wives, 
Ilv'n where his ranging eye, or favage heart, 
Without controul, lufted to make a prey* 
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Nay, for a need, thus far come near my perfon : 

Tell them, when that my mother went with child 

Of that infatiate Edward, Noble York 

My princely father then had wars in Frances 

And by j uft computation of the time, 

Found that the iffue was not*his begot: 

Which well appeared in his lineaments, 

Being nothing like the Noble Duke my father. 

Yet touch this fparingly, as 'twere far off; 

Becaufe, my -Land, you know my mother lives. 

Buck. Doubt not, my Lord, I'll play the orator, 
As if the golden, fee, for which I plead, 
Were for myfelf : and fo, my Lord, adieu. .> 

Glo. If you thrive well, bring them to Baynard'scaflleV 
Where you (hall find me well accompanied 
With reverend fathers and well4earned bifhops. 

Buck. I go, and towards three or four o' clock. 
Look for the news that the Guild hall affords. [Exit BucL 

Glo. Go, Lovel, with. all. fpeed to Doctor Shaw; 
Go thou to Friar Peuker; bid them both [Tv Catefy* < 
Meet me within this, hour at Baynard's caftle. 

[Exeunt Lov~ and Catef. fever all}* ' 
Now will I go to take fome privy order 
To draw the brats of Clarence, out of light; 
And to give order, that no fort of perfon. - ' 

Have any time recourfe unto the princes.. [Exit. 

Enter a Scrivener*. 

Scriv. Here is th' tiidi&ment of the good. Lord Haft*- 
Which in a let hand fairly is .ingrofs'd, [inj 

That it may be to-day read o'er in Paul's. 
And mark how well the fequel hangs together. 
Eleven hours I've fpent. to write it over, 
For yefternight by Catefby was it feat me:: 
The precedent wa&full as long a-doing. 
And yet within thefe five houra Haftings liv'd* 
-Untainted, unexamin'd, free, at liberty. 
Here's a good world the while ; ■ who is, fo grofs*. 
That cannot fee this palpable device i . . 
Yet who fo bold, but lays he fees it not? 
Had U the world, and all wuLcom^ to nought 

* A/ionicJa.Thaiac»Tftrcttl^oB^^atV^\i\te *l£\<afcw&*x* 
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When fuch HI dealings muft be feen in thought. [Exit. 

SCENE VII. Changes to Bay nard's cajllc. 

Enter Ghuceflcr and Buckingham^ at feveral doers. 

Glo. How now, how now, what fay the citizens? 
Buck. Now, by the holy .mother of our Lord, 
The citizens are mum, fay not a word. 
Glo. Touch'dyou the baftardy of Edward's children? 
Buck. I did; with his contra 61 with Lady Lucy, 
And his contract by deputy in France; 
TV unfatiate grecdinefs'of his defires, 
And his inforcement of the city-wives ; 
* His tyranny for trifles ; his own baftardy, 
As being got, your father then in France, 
And his refemblance, being not like the Duke. 
Withal, I did infer your lineaments, 
Being .the right idea of your father, 
Both in your form and noblenefs of mind : 
Laid open all your victories in Scotland ; 
Your difcipline in war, wifdom in peace. 
Your bounty, virtue, fair humility : * 
! Indeed, left nothing fitting for the purpofe 
Untouch'd, or (lightly handled in difcourfe. 
And when my oratory grew tow'rd end, 
I bid them that did love their country's good, 
Cry, God fave Richard, England's Royal King \ 
Glo. And did they fo ? 

Buck. No, fo God help me : they fpake not a word; 
j,But, like dumb ftatues, or unbreathing ftones, 
| Star'd each on other, and look'd deadly pale : 

[rich when 1 faw, 1 reprehended them ; 
And afk'd the Mayor, what meant this wilful filence? 
His anfwer was, the people were not ufed 
To be fpoke to except by the Recorder. 
Then he was urg'd to tell my tale again: 
Thus faith the Duke, thus hath the Duke inferr'd; 
But nothing fpoke in warrant from himfelf. 
When he had done, fome followers of mine own, 
At lower end o' th' hall, hurl'd up their caps, 
And fome ten voices cry'd, God fave King RicW&\ 
jfod thus I took the vantage of thofe few : 
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Thanks, gentle citizens and friends, quoth I; 
This general applaufe and chearful fhout 
Argues your wtfdom, and your love to Richard: 
And even here brake off, and came away. 

Glo. What tonguelefs blocks were they, they woukfc ; 
not fpcak? 
Will not the Mayor then .and his brethren come? 

Buck. The Mayor is here at hand; pretend fome feat) 
Be not you fpoke with, but by mighty fuit ; 
And look you get a prayer book in your hand, 
And ftand between two churchmen, good my Lord} 
For on that ground Til build a holy defcant: 
And be not eafdy won to our requeits : 
Play the maid's part, dill anfwer Nay, and take itr 

Glo. I go : and if you plead as well for them, 
As I can fay Nay to thee, for myfelf, 
No doubt we'll bring it to a happy iffue. [Ex. G& 

Buck. Go, go up to the leads, the Lord Mayor knock* 

Enter Lord Mayor and Citizens* 

Welcome, my Lord. I dance attendance herei 
I think the Duke will not be fpoke withal. 

Enter Catejby. 

Buck. Cafefby, what feys your Lord to.my requeft? 

Catef. He doth entreat your Grace, my Noble Lord* 
To vifit him to-morrow, or next day ; 
He is within, with two right-reverend fathers, 
Divinely bent to meditation; 
And in no worldly fuits would he be raov'd* 
To draw him from his holy exercife. 

Buck. Return, good Catefby, to the gracious Duke; 
Tell him, myfelf, the Mayor and Aldermen, 
In deep deilgns, in matter of great moment, 
No lefs importing than our gen'ral good, 
Are come to have fome conference with his Grace. 

Catef. I'll fignify fo much unto him ftrait. [Exit. 

Buck. Ah, ah ! my Lord, this prince is not an Edward* 
He is not lolling on a lewd love-bed, 
But on his knees at meditation; 
Not dallying with a brace of cow\.«axi%* 

7 * ^a. 
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*But meditating with two deep divines; 
Hot fleeping to ingrofs his idle body, 
But praying to enrich his watchful foul. 
Happy were England, would this virtuous prince 
Take on his Grace the fov'reignty thereof; 
But, fure, I fear we (hall not win htm to it. 

Mayor. Marry, God fliicld hit Grace fhould fay us Nay! 
' Buck. I fear he will. Here Catefby comes again* 

Enter Catefby. 

Catefoy, what fays his Grace ? 
Catif. He wonders to what end you have aflembled 

Such troops of citizens to come to him, 
| His Grace not being warn'd thereof before : 
I He fears, my Lord, you mean no good to him. 
I Buck. Sorry I am, my Noble coufin fhould 
{6nfpe& me, that I mean no good to him; 

By Heav'n we come to him in perfect love; 

[Exit Catefby; 

And fo once more return, and tell his Grace. 
) When holy and devout religious men 

'Are at their beads, 'tis hard to draw them thence; 

Bo fweet is zealous contemplation* 

r 

SCENE VIII. 

JEftter GIbucefter above, between two clergymen. Cafrfby 
returns. 

Mayor. See where his Grace ftands 'tween two cler- 
gymen. 

Buck. Two props of virtue for a Chriftian prince r 
To ftay him from the fall of vanity : 
And fee a book of prayer in his hand, 
True ornaments to know a holy man. 
Famous Plantagenet ! mod gracious prince, 
Lend favourable ear to our requefls, 
And pardon us the interruption 
Of thy devotion and right-chriftian zeal. 

Glo. My Lord, there needs no fuch apology; 
% do befeech your Grace to pardon me, 
Who, earndk in the /ervice of my God* 
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Deferred the vifitation of my friends. 

But, leaving this, what is your Grace's pleafure? 

Buck. Ev'n that I hope which pleafeth God above. 
And all good men of this ungovern'd ifle. 

Glo, 1 do fufpe& I have done fome offence 
That feems difgracious in the city's eye, 
And that you come to reprehend my ignorance. 

Buck. You have, my Lord: would it might plea; 
your Grace, 
On our entreaties, to amend your fault. 

Glo. Elfe wherefore breathe I in a Chriflian land? 

Buck, Know then, it is your fault that you refign 
The fuprerae feat, the throne majeftical, 
The fcepter'd office of your ancestors, 
Your ftate of fortune, and your due of birth, 
The lineal glory of your royal houfe, 
To the corruption of a blemifh'd flock: 
While in the mildnefs of your fleepy thoughts, 
Which here we waken to our country's good, • 
The noble ifle doth want her proper limbs i m 
Her face defac/d with fears of infamy, 
Her royal flock graft with ignoble plants, , 

And almofl fhoulder'd into th' fwallowing gulph 
Of dark forgetfulnefs, and deep oblivion : 
Which to recure, we heartily folicit 
Your gracious felf to take on you the charge 
And kingly government of this your land: 
Not as Protector, fleward^ fubftitute, 
Or lowly factor for another's gain ; 
But as fucceffively, from blood to blood. 
Your right of birth, your empery, your own. 
For this, conforted with the citizens, 
Your very worfhipful and loving friends, 
And by their vehement infligation, 
In this jufl fuit come I to move your Grace. . 

Glo, I cannot tell, if to depart in filence, 
Or bitterty to fpeak in your reproof, 
Bed fitteth my degree, or your condition. 
For not to anfwer, you might haply think 
Tongue-tyM Ambition, not replying, yielded . 
To bear the golden yoke of {ov'm^uty, 
Which fondly you \vo\i\dkte Ym^dfe <a\ m«t\ 
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If to reproye you for this fuit of yours, 
So feafon'd with your faithful love to me, 
Then, on the other fide, I check 'd my friends. 
Therefore to fpeak, and to avoid the firft, 
And then inYpeaking not incur the laft, 
Definitively thus I anfwer you. 
Your love deferves my thanks ; but my defert, 
Unmeritable, fhuns your high requeft. 
Firft, if all obftacles were cut away, 
And that my path were even to the crown, 
As the ripe revenue and due of birth; 
YeJ fo much is my poverty of fpirit. 
So mighty and fo many my defers, 
That I would rather hide me from my greatnefs, 
Being a bark to brook no mighty fea, 
Than in my greatnefs covet to be hid, 
And in the vapour of my glory fmother'd. 
Bui, God be thank'd, there is no need of me, 
And much I need to help you, were there need: 
The royal tree bath left us royal fruit, 
Which, mellow'd by the ftealing hours of Time, 
Will we\L become the feat of majefty ; 
And make us, doubtlefs, happy by his reign. 
On him I lay what you would lay on me, 
The right and fortune of his happy ftars ; 
» Which God defend that I mould wring from him! 

Buck. My Lord, this argues confcience in your Grace. 
But the refpe&s thereof are nice and trivial, 
All circumftances well confidered. 
You fay that Edward is your brother's fon ; 
So fay we too, but not by Edward's wife : 
For firft was Jie contract to Lady Lucy, 
•Your mother lives a witnefs to that vow; 
And afterward by fubflitute betroth'd 
Toliona, fitter to the King of France. 
Thefe both put off, a poor petitioner, 
A care-craz'd mother of a many children, 
A beauty-waining, and diftrefled widow, 
Dv'n in the afternoon of her bell days, 
Made prize and purchafe of his wanton eye; 
Seduc'd. the pitch and height of all 1^ \\\qv\^& 
To hafe declenilon and loath'd bigamv. 
Vol. V. ; U ^ 
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By her, in his unlawful bed, he got 
This Edward, whom our manners call the Prince. 
More bitterly could I expoftulate, 
Save that, for reverence of fome alive, 
I give a fparing limit to my tongue. 
# Then, good my Lord, take to your royal felf 
This profFer'd benefit of dignity ; 
If not to blefs us and the land withal* 
Yet to diaw forth your noble anceftry 
From the corruption of abufing time, 
Unto a lineal, true-derived courfe. 

Mayor. Do, good my Lord, your citizens entreat you. < 

Buck. Refufe not, mighty Lord, this profFer'd love. 

Catef. O make them joynil, grant their lawful fuit. 

Glo. Alas ! why would jaw ljeap thefe^ares on me? 
I am unfit for ftate and majefty. 
I do befeech your take it not amifs; 
I cannot, nor I will not yield to you. 

Buck. If you refufe it, as, in love and zeal, ; 

Loath to depofe the child, your brother's fon, 
(As well we know your tendernefe of heart, 
And gentle, kind* effeminate remorfe, 
Which we have noted in you to your kindred, 
And equally indeed to all eftates;) 
Yet know, whe'r you accept our fuit or no, 
Your brother's fon (hall never reign our King; 
But we will plant fome other in the throne, 
To the difgrace and downfal of your houfe: 
And in this resolution here we leave you. 
Come, citizens, we will entreat no more. ^Exeunt. 

Catef. Call them again, fweet Prince, accept their fuit ; 
If you deny them, ail the 'land will rue it. ; - 

Glo* Will you enforce me to a world o£ cares ? 
Call them again; I am not made of ftone r 

, [Exit Catejby. 
But penetrable to your kind entreaties, 
Arbeit againfl my confcience and my foul. 

9 Re-enter Buckingham, and the reft. 

Coufin of Buckingham, and fagej grave men, 

67nce you will bucHe" ¥ot\uti* otv tk<j Wk v • 

To bear her burden, wYveAW I w& <k ™>* 
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I muft have patience to endure the load. 
. But if black Scandal, or foul-fac'd Reproach, 
. Attend the fequel of your impofition, 

Your mere enforcement (hall acquittance me 
- From all the impure blots and ftains thereof. 
( For God doth know, and you may partly fee, 
\ How far I am from the defire of this. 

Mayor. God blefe your Grace ! we fee it, and will 

. fry *• 

Glo. In faying fo you mail hut fay the truth. 

Buck. Then I falute you with this royal title, 
! Long live King Richardy England's worthy King! 

All Amen. 

Buck. To-morrow" may it pleafe you to be crown'd? 

Glo. Ev'n when you pleafe, for you will have it fo. 

Buck. To-morrow then we will attend your Grace, 
And fo moft joyfully we take our leave. 

Glo. Come, let us to our holy work again. 
Farewell, my coufin; farewell, gentle friends. [Exeunti 

ACT IV. SCENE L 

Before the Tower. 

Enter the Queen f Dutchefs of Tork 9 and Marquis of Dor- 
fet, at one door; Anne Dutchefs of Glouce/ler, leading, 
^Lady Margaret Plantagenet 9 Clarence's young daughter, 
at the other. 
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Dutch. V V HO meets us here? my niece Planta- 
genet, 
ted in the hand of her kind aunt of Glo'fter ? 
Now, for my life (he's wand'ring to the Toweiy 
On pure heart's love, to greet the tender princes. 
Daughter, well met. ~ 

Anne. God give your Graces both 
A happy and a joyful time of day ! 

Qyeen. Sifter, well met; whither away fo fad? 
Anne. No farther than the Tower; and, as I gueft, 
ijlpon the like devotion as yourfelves, 
iTfajpatulate the gentle princes tR#e. 
f fJ-'^& fK9 ' Kind fitter, thanks; we'll enter a\\to^e\\\« 

*" , , \ ' U 2 I 
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Enter the Lieutenant* 

And in good time here the Lieutenant comes. 
Mafter Lieutenant, pray you, by your leave, 
How doth the Prince, and my young fon of York ? 

Lieut. Right well, dear Madam; by your patience, \ 
I may not fuffer you to TiTit them ; 
The King hath ftri&ly charged the contrary. 

Queen. The King? who's that? 

Lieut. I mean the Lord Protector. 

Queen. The Lord protect him from that kingly title! 
Hath he fet bounds between their love and me ? 
» I am their mother, who (hall bar me from them ? 

Dutch. I am their father's mother, I will fee them. 

Anne. Their aunt I am in law, in love their mother: 
Then bring me to their fights, I'll bear thy blame, 
And take thy office from thee on my peril. 

Lieut, No, Madam, no, I may not leave it fo : 
I'm bound by oath, and therefore pardon met 

[Exit LieuU 
Enter Stanley. 

Stan. Let me but meet you, Ladies, one hour hence* 
And I'll falute your Grace of York as mother - 
And rev'rend looker on of two fair Queens. 
Come, Madam, you muft ftrait to Wettminfter, 
There to be crowned Richard's Royal Queen. 

Queen. Ah, cut my lace afunder, 
That my pent heart may have fome fcope to beat, 
Or elfe I fwoon with this dead-killing news ! 

Anne. Dcfpightful tidings, O unpleafing newer 

Dorf. Be of good cheer: mother, how fares yomr 
Grace! 

Queen. O Dorfet, fpeak not to me, get thee hence,. 
Death and deftru&ion dog thee at thy heels 1 ; 
Thy mother's name is ominous to children. 
If thou wilt outftrip death, go crofs the feas; 
And live with Richmond, from the reach of hell. 
Go, hie thee, hie thee from this flaughter-houfe, 
Left thou increafe the number of the dead, 
And make me die the thrall of Marg'ret's curfe ; ' > 
Nor mother, wife, ndM^ngUno?* covwftfc&'Q^sw • 
$*a*. Full of wife care kt\^YW«c<^^>Vb&M^ 
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Take all the fwift advantage of the time ; 
You ihall have letters from me to my fon 
In your behalf, to meet you on the way : . 
Be not ta'en tardy by unwife delay. 

Dutch. O ill-difperfing wind of mifery ! 
my accurfed womb, the bed of death ! 
A cockatrice haft thou hatch'd to the world, 
Whofe unavoided eye is murderous. 

Stan. Come, Madam, come, 1 in all hade was fent* 

Anne. And I with all unwiflingnefs will go. 
0, would to God, that the inclufive verge 
Of golden metal that mud round my brow, • 
Were red-hot ftecl, to fear me to the brain ! ' 
Anointed let me be with deadly" venom, . 
And die, ere men can fay, God fave the Queen ! 

Queen. Go, go, poor foul, I ejivy not thy glory; 
To feed my humour, wifh thyfelf no harm. 

Anne. No! why? — When he that is my hufband now, 
Came to me, as I follow'd Henry's corfe ; • 
When fcarce the blood was well wafh'd from his hands, 
Which ifTu'd from my other angel hufband, 
And that dear faint, which then I weeping follow'd: 

when, I fay, I look'd on Richard's face, 

This was my wifh, ' Be thou, quoth I, accurs'd, 
* For making me, fo young, fo old a widow! 

1 And when thou wed'ft, let forrow haunt thy bed ; : 
1 And be thy wife, if any be fo mad/ 

1 More miferable by the life of thee, 

'Than thou haft made me by my dear Lord's death!' 

Lo, ere I can repeat this curfe again, 

Within fo fmall a time, my woman's heart 

Grofsly grew captive to his honey-words, 

And prov'd the fubjecl: of mine own foul's curfe: : 

Which ever fmce hath held mine eyes from reft. • 

For never yet one hour in his bed 

Did I enjoy the golden dew of fleep^ 

But with his tirn'rous dreams was ftill awak'd." 

Befides, he hates me for my father Warwick % > 

And will, no doubt, fh'ortly be rid of mei 

$hfeen. Poor heart, adieu ; I jpity thy complaining. 
Anne. No more than with my foul I mbuttv foe ^ovx\*% 
i i0*rfl Farewell, thou woful welcomes o£ -$$>rj\ 

ff * •' U . x AwM* 

*k. i 



»36 KING RICHARD lit AAIV. 

Anne. Adieu, poor foul, that tak'ft thy leave of it I 
Dutch, Go thou to Richmond, and good fortune guide 
thee! . [To Dorjtt. 

Go thou to Richard, and good angels tend thee! 

[To June* 

Go thou to fan&uary* good thoughts poflefs thee ! 

[Totbegwok 

I to my grave, where peace and reil He with me! 

Eighty odd years of forrow have 1 feen, 

And each hour's joy wreck'd with a week of teen, 
§>ucen. Stay; yet look back with me unto the Towe& 

Pity, you ancient (tones, thofe tender babee, 

Whom Envy hath immur'd within your walls! 

Rough cradle for fuch little pretty ones ! 

Rude ragged nurfe ! old fullen play-fellow 

For tender princes, ufe my babies well ! 

So fbolifh Sorrow bids your ftones farewell. [Exeunt*. 

SCENE II. Changes to the court. 

Flouri/h of trumpets. Enter Gloucefler as King, Bucking* 
ham, Catejby. 

K. Rich. Stand all apait — coufin of Buckingham,— 

Buck. My gracious Sovereign! 

K. Rich. Give me thy hand. Thushigh, by. thy advice* 
And thy afiiftance, is King Richard feated; 
But (hall we wear thefe glories for a day ? 
Or ihalj they laft, and we rejoice in. them ? 

Buck. Still live they, and for ever let them laft! 

K.Rich. Ah, Buckingham ! now do I ply the touch \ 
To try if thou be current gold indeed: 
Young Edward lives — think now what I would fpeak. 

Buck, Say on, my loving Lord, 

K. Rich. Why, Buckingham, Hay I would be King- 

Buck. Why, fo you are, my thrice-renowned Liege. 

K. Rich. Ha! am I King? 'tisfp — but Edwaid livegr- 

Buch. True, Nobfe Prince. 

AT. Rich. O bitter confequence! 
That Edward ftitl (hould live — True, Noble Prince^ 
Cou&n, thou wert not wowt to \» fo &&• 

^B5 
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Slid I be plain? I wifti the baftards dead? 
And I would have it fuddenly perform'd. 
What fcy*ft thou now? fpeak fuddenly, be brief. 

Buck. Your Grace may do your pleafure. 

K. Rich. Tut, tut, thou art all ice, thy kindnefs freezes % 
Say, have I thy content that they ftiall die? 

Buck. Give me £>me breath, fome little paufe, dear 
\ lefore I pofitively fpeak in this : [Lord,, 

I will refblve your Grace immediately. TExh Buck. 

Catef. The King is angry ; fee ? he gnaws his lip. 

K. Rich. I will converfe with iron-witted fools, 
And unrefpech've * boys ; none are for me 
That look into me with confid'rate eyes. 
High-reaching Buckingham grows circuxnipe&. 

Boy, 

Page. My Lord. 

K. Rich. Know'ft thcju not any whom corrupting gold 
Would tempt unto a clofe exploit of death ? 
Page* 1 know a difcontented gentleman, 
Whofe humble means match not his haughty fpirit : 
Gold were as good as twenty orators, 
And will, no doubt, tempt him to any thing.. 
K. Rich* What is his name? 
Page. His name, my Lord, is TyrreL 
K. Rich, I partly know the man; go call him hither. 

[Exit Boy* 
The deep-revolving witty Buckingham 
No more mail be the neighbour to my counfels. 
Hath he £b long held out with me untiVd, 
And ftops he now for breath? well, be it fo.. 

Enter Stanley. 

How now, Lord Stanley, what's the news? 

Stan. My Lord, 
The Marquis Dorfet, as 1 hear, is fled 
To Richmond, in the parts where he abides. 

K. Rich. Come hither, Catefby ; rumour it abroad, 
"That Anne my wife is fick, and like to die. 
I will take order for her keeping clofe. 
Ipqwrc me out fome mean-born gentleman, 

*;p*l'- # •V**&*8ivt % for unhiding 
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Whom I will taarry ftrak to Clarence* daughter*-— 

iThe boy is foolifh, and I fear not him,) 
-100k how thou dream'ft 1 fay again, give out, 

That Anne my Queen is fick, and like ta die. 
About it ; for it ftands me much upon » 
To flop all hopes, whofe growth may damage me. 
Imuft be married to my brother's daughter, 
Or elfe my kingdom ftands on brittle glafs : 
Murder her brothers, and then marry her ! 
Uncertain * way of gain I but I am in 
So far in blood, that fin will pluck on (in.. 
Tear-falling pity dwells not in this eye. 

Enter Tyrrel . 
Is thy name Tyrrel? 

Tyr. James Tyrrel, and your moft obedient fubjecV 

K. Rich* Art thou indeed? \Hc takes him afidex 

Tyr. Prove me, my gracious Lord. 

K. Richi Dar*ft thou refolve to kill a friend of inine? 

Tyr. Pleafa you, I'd rather kill two enemies. 

K. Rich, Why, thecr thou haft it; two deep enemies, 
Foes*to my reft, and my fweet fleep's difturbersj- 
Are they that I would have thee deal upon ? 
Tyrrel, I mean thofe baftards in the Tower. 

Tyr. Let me have open means to come to them, 
And foon I'll rid you from the fear of them. 

K* Richi Thou. ling' ft fweet mufic* Hark> come* hi* 
/ ' ther, Tyrrel; 

Go, by this token- rife; and lend thine ear x 

\Wbifper*. 

There is no more but fo- fay, it is done, 

And I will love thee, and prefer thee for it» 

Tyr. I will difpatch it ftrait. [Exit*' 

Re-enter Buckingham. 

■ Buck. My Lord, 1 have coniider'd in my mind 
That late demand that you, did found me in. 

K. Rich. Well, let that reft.. Dorfet is Hed to Riclr- 

Buck. 1 hear the new9 r my Lord. [rnond. 

* K* Rich. Stanley, he is your wife's fon ; well, look 

to it. 

Buck. My Lord, I claim the gift, my due by promife, 

For 
• Uncertain here ufed for uncpnfiant. 
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hich your honour and your faith is pawn'd; 
irldom of Hereford, and the moveables, 
1 you have promifed I mall poflefs. 
Rich. Stanley, look to your wife; if flic convey 
•s to Richmond, you /hail anfwer it. 
i. What fays your Highnefs to myjuft requeft? 
Rich. I do remember me—— Henry the Sixth 
rophefy, that Richmond mould be King, 
Richmond was a Httle peevifh boy. 
ig, perhaps 



k. My Lord, 

Rich. How chance the prophet could not at that 

time 
told me, I being by, that I mould kill him ? 
i. My Lord, your promife for the earldom ■ 
Rich. Richmond? when I was laft at Exeter, 
4ayor in courtefy (hewed me the caftle, 
alPd k Rougt-mont: at which name I ftartcdj 
fe a bard of Ireland told me once, 
Id not live ioftg after I fkw Richmond. 

i. My Lord, — 

Rich. Ay, what's o'clock? 

k. I am thus bold to put your Grace in mind 

iat you promrs'd me. 

Rich. But what's o'clock? 

k. Upon the ftroke of ten. 

Rich. Well, let it ftrike. 

k. Why, let it ftrike? 

Rich. Becaufe that, like a jack, thou keep'ft the 

ct thy begging and my meditation. £ ftroke 

tot in the giving vein to-day. 

k . Why, then refolve me whe'r you will or no. 

Rich. Thou troubled me, I am not kthe vein. 

; [Exiu 
I. Is it cv'n fo ? repays he my deep fervice 
fuch contempt? made I him King for this,? 
me think °o Haftings, and be gone 
■ecknock, while my fearful head is on. [Exit* 

SCENE III. Enter Tyrrel. 

. « The tyrannous and bloody a& is done; 
moft arch deed of piteous maflacre, 

r <That 
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* That eter yet this land was guilty of! 
1 Dighton and Forreft, whom I did fuborn 

* To do this piece of ruthlefs butchery, 

* Albeit they were flefiVd villains, bloody dogs, 

* Melting with tendcrnefs and mild compaflion, 

* Wept like two children, in their deaths' fad ftory.- 

* O thus (quoth Dfghton) lay the gentle babes; 

* Thus, thus, (quoth Forreft,) girdling one another- 

* Within their innocent, alabafter arms i 

* Their lips were four red rofes on a ftalk, 

* And in their fummer-beauty kifs'd each other* 
•; A book of prayers on their pillow lay, 

' Which once (quoth Forreft) almoft ctuin'g'd my mindr- 

* But oh \ the devil— —there the villains ftopp'd : 
' When Dighton thus' told on we fmothered 

' The moft repienifhed fweet work of nature, 
' That from the prime creation e'er me framed 

* Hence both are gone with confeience and remorfe; 
*- They could not (peak, and fo I -left them both, 
c *To bearthefe tidings to the bloody King** 

Enter King Richard* 

And here he comes. All health, my Sovereign Lord!' 

K. Rich. Kind Tyrrel am I happy in thy news £ 

Tyr. If to have done the thing you gave in charge 
Beget your happinefs, bchappy then? 
For it is done; 

K. Rich. But didft thou fee them dead? 

Tyr. I did, my Lord: 

K Rich. And'buried, gentle Tyrrel? 

Tyr. The Chaplain of the Tower hath buried them;' 
But where, to fay the truth, I do not know. 

K. Rich. Gome ta»me, Tyrrel, foon, fooh after fuppeiy 
When thou (halt tell the procefs of their death. 

Mean time but think how 1 may do thee good, , 

And be inheritor of thy defire.- 
Farewell till then. 

Tyr. I humbly take my leaver ^Exit. 

K. Rich. The fon of Clarence have I pent up clofe : 
His daughter meanly have I match'd in marriage ; 
The fans of Edward deep in. &\>Y3^Tc?%\ttfa«v\ 
And Anne my wife hat\i Ud t\n& v*ox\& %wA *«$*.. 
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Now, for I know the Briton Richmond aims 
At young Elifabeth, my brother's daughter, 
And by that knot looks prdudly on the crown, 
To her go 1, a jolly thriving wooer. 

Enter Catejby. 

Catef. My Lord, — [bluntly? 

AT. Rich. Good or bad news, that thou com 'ft in fo 

Catef. Bad hews, my Lord. Mortop * is fled to Rich* 
mond; 
And Buckingham, back'd with the hardy Welchmen, 
Is in the field, and ftill his power increafeth. 

K, Rich* Ely with Richmond troubles me more near. 
Than Buckingham and his rafh-levied army. 
Come, I have learn'd, that fearful commenting 
Is leaden fervitor to dull delay ; 
Delay leads impotent and fnail-pac'd beggary. 
" Then fiery expedition be my wing, 
M Jove's Mercury, and herald for a King!" 
fGo, mufter men ; my counfel is my fhield ; 
We muft be brief when traitors brave the field. [Exit* 

SCENE IV. Enter Queen Margaret. 

% I Q> Mar. So now profperity begins to mellow, 
And drop into the rotten mouth of death. 
Here in thefe confines flily have I lurk'd, 
To watch the waining of mine enemies. 
A dire induction am I wftnefs to; 
And will to France, hoping the confequence 
Will prove as bitter, black, and tragical. 
Withdraw thee, wretched Marg'ret ! Who comes here ? 

Enter the Dutchefs of Torh and Queen, 

Queen. Ah, my poor princes! ah, my tender babes I 
My unblown flowers, new-appearing fweets ! 
If yet your gentle fouls fly in the air, 
And be not fix'd in doom perpetual, 
Hover about me with your airy wings, 
And hear your mother's lamentation. 

Q. Man Hover about her; fay, that wrong for wrong 
Hath dimtn'd your infant-morn to aggtf.m^ViU 

* Bifhop of Ely. 
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Dutch. So many miferies have craz'd my voice, 
That my woe-wearied tongue is dill and mute. 
Edward Plantagenet, why art thou dead I 

§K Mar. Plantagenet doth quit Plantagenet, 
Edward for Edward pays a dying debt. 

Queen. Wilt thou, O God, fly from fuch gentle lambs> I 
And throw them in the entrails of the wolf £ 
Why didft thou deep when fuch a deed was done ? 

Q. Mar. When holy Henry dy'd, and my fweet foa *. 

Queen. Ah, that thou would 'ft as foon afford a grave, *\ 

£ Throwing herfdf down upon the earth. | 

As thou cauft yield a melancholy feat; • - ,■ 

Then would I hide my bones, not reft then! here. 

Ah, who hath any caufc to mourn but, we \ 

J^J. Mar. If ancient forrow be moil reverend, 
Give mine the benefit of feniority ; 1 

And lei my griefs frown on the upper hand. ] 

If forrow can admit fociety, \ 

Tell o'er your woes again by viewing mine. * 

I had an Edward, till a Richard kill'd him : J 

I had a hufband, till a Richard kill'd him : 
Thou hadft an Edward, till a Richard kill'd him ; 
Thou had'ft a Richard, till a Richard kill'd him. 

Dutch. I had a Richard too, and thou didft kill him; 
I had a Rutland too, thou holp'ft to kill him. 

Q. Mar. Thou hadft a Clarence too, and Richard 
kill'd him. 
From forth the kennel of thy womb hath crept 
A hell-hound, that doth hunt us all to death ; 
That dog, that had his teeth before his eyes, 
To worry lambs and lap their gentle blood; 
That foul defacer of God's handy-work 
Thy womb let loofe, to chafe us to our graves. 
O upright, juft, and true-difpofmg God, 
How do I thank thee, that this carnal cur 
Preys on the iflue of his mother's body; 

And 



-and my fweet fon. 



Dutch. Dead life, blind fight, poor mortal living; ghoffc. 

Woe's fcene, world's fliame, grave's clue, by life ufurp'd, 

Brief abftr2& and record of tediouf days, 
Red thy unreft on England' t\*wfa\eaTtVi, 
Unlawfully made drunk with innocent VAao&. 

^ucen. Ah, that thou would' ft, ^c. 
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And makes her pue-fcllow with others' moan ! 

Dutch. Oh, Harry's wife, triumph not in my woes : 
( God witnefs with me, 1 have wept for thine. 

4J. Mar. Bear with me, I am hungry for revenge. 
And now I cloy me with beholding it. 
Thy Edward he is dead, that kill'd my Edw*ard $ 
The other Edward dead, to quit my Edward: 
Young York he is but boot, becaufe both they 
Match not the high perfection of my lofs. 
Thy Clarence he is dead, that ftabb'd my Edward ; 
And the beholders of this tragic play, 
Th* adulterer Haftings, Rivers, Vaughan, Gray, 
Untimely fmother'd in their dnfky graves. 
Richard yet lives, hell's black intelligencer, 
Only referv'd their factor to huy fouls, 
And fend them thither: but at hand, at hand, 
Infues his piteous and unpitied end/ 
Earth gapes, hell burns, fiends roar, faints pray, for ven- 
geance. 
Cancel his bond of life, dear 'God, I pray, 
That I may live to fay, The dog is dead ! 

!%ueen. Oh ! thou didft prophefy, the time would Come, 
That I mould wifh for thee to help me curfe 
That bottled fpider, that foul bunch-bacVd toad. 

^J. Mar. 1 call'd thee then, vain flourifh of my fortune; 
I calPd thee then, poor fhadow, painted Qiieen, 
The prefentation of but what I was, 
The flatt'ring index of a direful page ; 
One heav'd on high, to be hurl'd down below; 
A mother omymock'd with two fair babes ; 
A dream of what thou waft ; a garifh flag, 
To be the aim of ev'ry dang'rous mot; 
A fign of dignity, a breath, a bubble; 
A Queen in jeft, only to fill the fcene. ~' 
Where is thy hufband now? where be thy brothers? 
Where be thy children? wherein doft thou joy? 
Who fues and kneels, and fays, God fave the^Qjcen? - 
Where be the bending peers that flatter'd thee? t 
Where be the thronging troops that Fdllow'cHhee ? 
Decline all this, and fee what now *houartv 
tor "hsmpy wife, a moft di/tre/Ted widow ; 
Forjoym mother, one thatvrauVtht rtatne*, 
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For one being fu'd to, one that humbly fues; 

For Queen, a very caitiff crown'd with care ; _^ 

For one that fcorn'd at me, now fcorn'd of me ; ^ 

Forjpne being fear'd of all, now fearing one; 

For one commanding all, obey'd of none. 

Thus hath the courfe of juftice wheel'd about, 

And left thee but a very prey to time ; 

Having no more but thought of what thou wert, 

To torture thee the more, being what thou art. 

"Thou didft ufurp my place, and doft thou now 

Ufurp the juft proportion of my forrow ? 

Now thy proud seek bears half my burden'd yoke ; 

From which, ev'n here I flip my wearied head, 

And leave the burden of it all on thee. 

Farewell, York's wife, and Queen of fad mifchance; 

Thefe Englifh woes mail make me fmile in France. 

Queen. O thou well-fkuTd in curfes ! ftay a while, 
^nd teach me how to curfe mine enemies* 

Q. Mar. Forbear to deep the night, and faft the da ^ 
Compare dead happinefc with living woe ; 
Think that thy babes were tweeter than they were, 
And he that flew them, fouler than he is:. 
Bett'ring thy lofs makes the bad caufcr worfe; 
Revolving this, will teach thee how to curfe. 

jQueen. My words are dull; O! quicken them 
thine. 

£>. Mar. 'JTiy woes will make them fharp, arid pier 
' like mine. [Exit Margafi ~ 

Dutch. ^Thy mould calamity be full of words ? ~~ 

Queen. Windy attorneys to thfeir client-woes, 
Airy fucceeders of inteftate joys? 
Poor breathing orators of miseries ! 
JLet them have fcope ; ^ho* what they do impart, 
Help nothing elfe, yet they do eafe the heart. 

Dutch* If fo, then be not tongue-ty'd ; go with me> 
And in the breath of bitter words let's- fmother 
My damned fon, that thy two fweet fons fmother'd. 

[Drum w//i s 
I hear his drum, be copious in exclaims. 

SCENE V. Enter King Richard and his train. 
K. Rich* Whomtwcc^Um^m^^^^vitvX 
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Dutch. O, that (he Alight have intercepted thee, 
yArangling thee in her accurfed womb, 
rom all the {laughters, wretch, that thou hail done. 

§>uecn. Hid'ft thou that fotehead with a golden crowny 
/here (hould be branded, if that right were right, 
*he flaughter of the prince that ow'd that crown, 
Lnd the dire death of my poor fons and brothers? 
'ell me, thou villain-flave, where arc my children ? 
" Dutch. Thou toad, thou toad, where is thy brother 
Lnd little Ned Plantagenet, his fon ? [Clarence \ 

Queen. Where is kind HaftingSj Rivers, Vaughan, 
Gray? 

K. Rich. A flourifli, trumpets! ftrike alarum, drums! 
^et not the heavens hear thefe tell-tale women 
Lul on the Lord's anointed. Strike, I fay. 

[Flour i/h. Alarum.- 
Lither be patient, and entreat me fair, 
)r with the clamorous report of war 
Thus will I drown your exclamations* 

Dutch. Art thou my fon ? 

K. iticb. Ay, I thank God, my father, and yourfelf* : 

Dutch. Then patiently hear my impatience. 

K. Rich. Madam, 1 have a touch of your condition, 
["hat cannot brook the accent of reproof. 

Dutch. 1 will be mild and gentle in my words. 

K. Rich. And brief, good mother, for I am in hafte. 

Dutch. Art thou fo hafty ? I have ft aid for thee, 
Sod knows, in anguifh, pain, and agony. 

K. Rich. And came 1 1 not at laft to comfort you ? 

Dutch. No, by the hely rood, thou know'ft it well; 
Thou cam* ft on earth to make the earth my hell, 
^grievous burden was thy birth to mej 
1 Tetchy and wayward was thy infancy ; 
f Thy fchool-days frightful, defp'rate, wild, and furious ; 
Thy prime of manhood, daring, bold, and venturous ; 

Thy age confirm'd, proud, fubtle, fly, and bloody." 
^ hat comfortable hour canft thou name, 
hat ever grac'd me in thy company I* 

' X 2 K. Rkh. 

* "i n thy company ? 

AT. Jticb. 'Faith, none but Humphry Houtc, \Yttt «\Y&1«>» Ox>Rfc 
> breakfatl once, forth of coy company, 
oc to t <xc* 
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K. Hub. If I be fo difgracious in your fight, 
Let me march on, and not offend your Grace. 
Strike up the drum, 

Dutch. I pr'ythee hear me fpeak. 

K. Rich. You fpeak too bitterly. 

Dutch. Hear me a word ; 
For I (hall never fpeak to thee again. 

K. Rich. So, . 

Dutch. Either thou'lt die by God's ju ft ordinance, 
Ere from this war thou turn a conqueror ; 
Or I with grief and extreme age (hall peri(h, 
And never look upon thy face again. 
Therefore take with thee my moft heavy curfe ; 
Which, in the day of battle, tire thee more, 
Than all the complete armour that thou wear'fU 
My .prayers on the adverfe party fight; 
And there the little fouls of Edward's children 
Whifper the fpirits of thine enemies, 
And promife them fuccefs and victory ! 
Bloody thou art, bloody will be thy end ! 
Shame ferves thy life, and doth thy death attend. [Exh 

Queen. Tho' far more caufe, yet much lefs fpirit to 
curfe 
Abides in me, I fay Amen to hen [Going -* 

K. Ricb. Stay, Madam, I muft fpeak a word with yoik 

Queen* I have no more fons of the royal blood 
For thee to daughter; for my daughters, Richard, 
They fhall be praying nuns, n6t weeping Queens; 
And therefore level not to hit their lives. 

K. Rich. You have a daughter call'd Elifabeth, 
Virtuous and fair, royal and gracious. 

Queen. And muft (he die for this? O let her live, 
And I'll corrupt her manners, (lain her beauty, 
Slander myfelf as. falfe to Edward's bed, 
Throw over, her the veil of infamy : 
So (he may live unfcarr'd from bleeding (laughter, 
I will confefs (he was not Edward's daughter. 

K. Rich. Wrong not her birth, (he is of royal blood. 

Queen. To fave her life, I'll fay (he is not fo. 

K. Rich. Her life is fafeft only in her birth. 

Queen. And only in that fafety dy'd her brothers. 

/T. BhiA 
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K. Rich. No, at their births good ftars were oppofite. 

Queen. No, to their lives bad friends were contrary, 

K. Rich. All unavoided is the doom of deftiny. 

v Queen. True ; when avoided grace makes deftiny. 
My babes were deftin'd to a fairer death, 
If grace had blefs'd thee with a fairer life. 

K. Rich. You fpeak as if that I had flain my coufms? 

Queen. Coufins, indeed ; and by their uncle cozen'd 
Of comfort, kingdom, kindred, freedom, life. 
Whofe hands foever lancM their tender hearts* 
Thy head, all indirectly, gave direction. 
No doubt, the murd'rous knife was dull and blunt, . 
Till it wns whetted on thy (tone-hard heart, 
To revel in the intrails of my lambs. 
But that ftill ufe of grief makes wild grief tame,. 
My tongue mould to thy ears not name my boysj 
Till that my nails were anchored in thine eyes \ 
And I in fuch a defp'rate bay of death, 
Like a poor bark, of fails and tackling reft, 
Rufh all to pieces on thy rocky bofom. 

K. Rkh. Madam,, £b thrive I in: my enterprife, 
And dangerous fuccefs of bloody wars ; 
As I intend more good to you and yours* 
Than ever you or yours by me were harm'd! 

Queen. What good is cover'd with the face of heav'h^ 
To be difcover'd, that can do me good ! , 

K. Rich., Thf advancement of your children, gentle 
Lady. 

Queen.. Up to fome fcaffold, there tcrlofe their heads. 

K. Rich r No, to the dignity and height of fortune, 
The high imperial type * of this earth's glory. 

Queen. Flatter rriy forrows with report of it. 
Tell me, what ftate, what dignity, what honour,. 
Canft thou devife to any child of mine ? 

K. Rkh. Ev'n all 1 have ; ay, and myfelf and all^ 
Will I withal endow a child t>£ thine,. 
So in the Lethe of thy angry fouL 
Thou drown the fad remembrance of thofe wrongs, 
Which thou fuppofeft' I have done to thee. 

Queen. Be brief, left that the procefe o£ Ocq Vy&&&&% 
lad longer telling than thy kindnefe do* 

X 3 K.BkW 

*/.*• Th* throw* 
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K Rick* Then know, that from my foul I love thy 
daughter. 

Queen. My daughter'* mother thinks it with her fouL 

K. Rich. What do you think? 

Queen., That thou daft love my daughter from tif j 
foul. | 

So from thy foul's love didft thou love her brothers; 
And from my heart's love I do thank thee for it. 

K. Rich. Be not fo hafty to confound my meaning; 
I mean, that with my foul I love thy daughter,. 
And do intend to. make her Queen of England. 

Queen. Say then, who daft thou, mean (hall be he* 
King? 

K. Rich. Ev'n he that makes her Queen; who. dfe 
mould be? 

Queen. What, thou i 

K.Rich, Even fo; how think you of it?; 

Queen* How canft thou woo her? 

K. Rich. I. would learn of you. 
As one being bed acquainted with her humour*. 

Queen. And wik thou learn of me? 

K. Rich. With all my heart. 

Queen. Send to her, by the man that flew her brother** 
A pair of bleeding hearts ; thereon engrave * 
Edward and York; then haply will, (he weep* 
Therefore prefent to her,, as fometime Marg'ret 
Did to thy father, ffceep^d in Rutland's blood, . 
A handkerchief; which, fay to her, did drain 
The purple tide from her fweet brothers' bodies*. 
And bid her wipe her weeping eyes therewith. 
If this inducement move her not to love, | 

Send her a letter of thy noble deeds;. % 

Tell her, thou mad.' fl away her uncle Clarence* \ 

Her uncle Rivers; ay, and for her fake, 
Mad'ft quick conveyance with: her good aunt Anne. 

K. Rich.. You mock me, Madam,; this.is not the way ■: 
To win your daughter. 

Queen. There's no other way*. 
Unlefs thou could'ft put on fome other fhape^ •* 
find not be Richard that hath done all this* 

K± Rich. Say that I did. a& \&&&k \we. <&\kx» 



§>ueen. Nay thqn» indee4i fce cannot chufe but hate 
Having bought love witfefoc&3 blwdy fpoiL [thee,. 

AT. Rich. Ix^^whajtiidQQpjqanaot be now amended^ 
Men (hall d$al qn^yifedly femotimes, 
, Which after hours giye lqifure to repent of. 
If I did take the kingdom from your ions, 
To, make amende, I'll give it. to your daughter. 
If I have kilTd the iffue of your womb, 
To quicken yonjr inqreafe, I will beget 
Mine iffue of your blood, upon your daughter* 
A graudam'&name is little lefs in love, 
Than is the doatiag tide of a mother. 
They are as children, but one Hep below. 
Even of your metal, of your v£ry blood ; 
Of all one pain, fave for a night of groans 
EndurM of her for whom you bid like forrow. 
Your cbildre.ii we*e venation to your youth, 
But mine (hall be a comfort to your age. 
The lofe you have, is but a fon being King; 
And by that k>(a your daughter is made Queen. 
I cannot make you what amends I would* 
Therefore accept fuch kindnefs as I can. 
Dorfet, your fon, that; with a fearful foul 
Leads difcontented fttps in foreign foil, 
This, fair alliance, quiqkly fhaH call home 
To high promotions,, and great dignity. 
The king, that calls your beauteous daughter wife* 
Familiarly (haJl qajl thy Dorfet brother. . 
Again (hall you be mother to a King ; 
And all the ruins of diitrefsful times 
Repaired with double riches of content. 
What ! we have many goodly days to fee. 
The liquid drops of tears that you have (hedV 
Shall come again, transform'd to orient pearl; 
Advantaging their loan wjth iittereil 
Of ten times double gain of happinefs. 
Go then, my mother, to thy daughter go, 
Make bold her bafhful years with your experience ; 
Prepare her ears to hear a wooer's tale. 
Put in her tender heart th' afpiring flame 
Of golden fov'reignty ; acquaint the Princeta 
WMhthelwcct Glent hours of marriage-jo^ 
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And when this arm of mine hath chaftifed 
The petty rebel* dull-brain'd Buckingham, 
Bound with triumphant garlands will I come, 
And lead thy daughter to a conqueror's bed; 
To whom I will retail my conqueft won, 
And fhe (hall be fble vidrefs, Caefar's Caefar. 

Queen. What were I beft to fay, her father's brother 
Would be her lord? or (hall I fay, her uncle? 
Or he that flew her brothers and her uncles.? 
Under what title (hall I woo for thee* 
That God, the law, my honour, and her Ibvc, 
Can make feem pleafing to her tender years? 

K. Rich. Infer fair England's peace by this alliance; 

Queen. Which (he (hall purchafe with dill lading war. 

K. Rich* Tell her, the King, that may command, en* 
treats 

Queen. That at her hands which the King's Bang . 
forbids. , 

K. Rich. Say, (he (hall be a high and mighty Queen— 

Queen. To wail the title, as her mother doth. 

K. Rich. Say, I will love her everlaftingly. 

Queen. But how long (hall that title ever laft? 

K. Rich. Sweetly in force unto her fair life's end. 
/ Queen. But how long, fairly, (hall her fweet life laft? 

AT. Rich. As long as heav'n and nature lengthen it. 

Queen. As long as hell and Richard like of it. 

K. Rich. Say, I, her Sov'reign, am her fubjeft now; 

Queen. But fhe, your fubjeft, loathes fuch iov'reignty. 

K. Rich. Be eloquent in my behalf to her. 

Queen. An honelt tale fpeeds beft, being plainly told; 

K. Rich. Then, in plain terms, tell her my loving tale* 

Queen. Plain, and not honeft, is too harm a ftyle* 

K. Rich. Your reafonsare too (hallow, and too quick *. 
Now, by my George, my garter, and my crown 

Queen. Profan'd, difhonour'd, and the third ufurp'd. 

K. Rich. I fwear» 

Queem 



- and too quick. 



$>ueen. O no, my. reafons are too deep and dead'; . 
Two deep and dead poor in£ant% vu \kt\t $cvit\ 
Harp on it (iill (hall 1 , till htart-ftrva^Wik. 
JT. Hich. Harp not on that fitting NUta«v\ >&*. * \*»S* 
Kow, by my George, &c. 
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Queen. By nothing, for this is no oath. 
The George profan'd, hath loft his holy honour; 
The garter blemiuYd, pawn'd his knightly virtue ; 
The crown ufurp'd, difgrae'd Jiis kingly glory. 
If fomething thou would'ft fwear to be believ'd, 
Swear then by fomething that thou haft not wrong'd, 

K. Rich. Now, by the world 

Queen. *Tis full of thy foul wrongs. 

ICrRich. My father's death 

Queen. Thy Ufe hath that difhonour'd, 

K. Rich. Then by myfelf. 

Queen. Thyfelfthyfelfmifufeft. 

K. Rich. Why then, by heav'n 

Queen. HeavVs wrong is moft of all. 
If thou didft fear to break an oath with heav'n, 
The unity the King my hufband made 
Thou hadft not broken, nor my brothers dy'd. 
If thou hadft fear'd to break an oath with heaven, 
Th* imperial metal circling now tny head, 
Had grae'd the tender temples of my child ; 
And both the princes had been breathing here; 
"Which now, two tender bedrfellows for duft, 
Thy broken faith hath made, a prey to worms* 
What canft thou fwear by now ? 

K. Rich* By time to come. 

Qyeen, That thou haft wronged in the time o'ejpaft : 
For I myfelf have many tears to wafti 
Hereafter time, for time pail* wrong'd by thee. 
The children- live, whofe fathers thou haft. flaughterM, 
Ungovern'd youth, to wail it in their age. 
The parents live, whofe children thou haft butcher'd* 
Old wither'd plants to wail it in their age *. 

K. Rich* As I intend to profper and repent* 
So thrive 1 in my dangerous Attempt 
Of hoftile arms 1 myfelf myfelf confound ; 
Heaven and Fortune bar me happy hours ; 
Day yield me not thy light, nor night thy reft ; 
Be oppofite all planets of good luck 

To> 

* * ■ to wail it in their age. 

Swear not by time to come, for that thouYiak 
Mifus'dcrc us*d, by times ill-uVo. o'er^ft.%. 
AT. Aicb. A3 I intend, &c* 
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To my proceeding ; if with pure heart's love, 

Immaculate devotion, holy thoughts, 

I tender not thy beauteous princely daughter ! 

In her con (i ft 8 my happinefs and thine; 

Without her, follows to myfelf and thee, 

Herfelf, the land-, and many a Chriflian foul, 

Death, defolation, ruin, and decay. 

It cannot be avoided but by this ; 

It will not be avoided but by this. 

Therefore, dear mother, (I muft call you fo,) 

Be the attorney of my love to her ; 

Plead what I will be, not what I have been ; 

Not my deferts, but what I will deferve ; 

Urge the necefiity and ftate of times ; 

And be not peeviih found in great deilgns. » 

Queen. Shall I be tempted of the devil thus? 

K* Rich. Ay, if the devil tempt you to do good. 

Queen. Shall I forget myfelf to be myfelf? 

K. Rich. Ay, if yourfelf 's remembrance wrong your- 
felf. 

Queen. But thou didft kill my children. 

K. Rich. But in your daughter's womb I bury' them ; 
Where in that neft of fpicery they (hall breed 
Selves of themfelves, to your recomforture. 

Queen* Shall I go win my daughter to thy will? 

K. Rich. And be a happy mother by the deed. 

Queen. I go; write to me fhortly. 

K. Rich. Bear her my true love's kifs, and fo fare- 
well [Exit Queen. 

Relenting fool, and (hallow*, changing woman. , 

SCENE VI. Ratclif. 

Rat. Moll mighty Sovereign, on the weftern coaifc 
Rideth a puiffant navy : to our mores 
Throng many doubtful hoUow-hearted friends, 
Unarm'd, and unrefolv'd ro beat them back. 
'Tis thought that Richmond is their admiral : 
And there they hull, expecting but the aid 
Of Buckingham to welcome them afhore. 

K. Rich. Some light-foot friend poft to the Duke of 
RatclifF, thyfelf, or Catefby ; where is he ? [Norfolk. 

Catef. Here, my good Lord. 

K. Rich. 
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K. Rich. Catefby, fly to the Duke, 

Catef. I will, my Lord, with all convenient hafta 

K. Rich., RatclifF, come hither, pod to Salifbury ; 

When thou com'ft thither Dull unmindful villain, 

9 [To Catefby. 

I Why ftay'ft thou here, and go'ft not to the Duke? 

Catef. Firft, mighty Liege, tell me your Highnefi* 
pleafure, 
What from your Grace I (hall deliver to him. . 

K. Rich. O true, good Catefby — bid him levy ftrait 
The greateft ftrength and power he can make, 
And meet me "fuddenly at Salifbury. 
Catef. I go. [Exit. 

Rat. ' What, may it pleafe you, (hall I do at Salifbury ? 
K. Rich.- Why, what would'ft thou do there, before 

I go? 
Rat. Your Highnefs told me I fhould poll before. 
K. Rich, tyjy mind is chang' d 

, Enter Lord Stanley. 

"Stanley , what news with you ? 

Stan. None good, my Liege, to pleafe you with the 
hearing: 
Nor none fo bad, but well may be reported. 

K. Rich. Heyday, a riddle! neither good nor bad: 
Why doft thou run fo many miles about, 
When thou may'ft tell thy tale the neareft way ? 
Once more, what news ! 

*Stan. Richmond is on the feas. 
• K. Rich. There let him fink, and be the feas on him ! 
White-livered runagate, what doth he there? 

-Stan. 1 know not, mighty Sovereign, but by guefs. 

K&Rich. Well, as you guefs?- 

Stan. Stirr'd up by Dorfet, Buckingham, and Morton, 
He makes for England here t«$claim the crown. 

K. R'tdh. Is the chair empty ? is the fword unfway'd ? 
Is the King dead? the empire unpofTefs'd ? 
What heir.of York is there alive but we? 
And who is England's King, but great York's heir? 
Then tell me, what makes he upon the fea ? 
* Sftm. Unlefs for that, my Liege, I cannot guefs. 
.*.[',-, KiRicfe. 
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K. Rich. Unlefe for that lie comes to be your Liege, 
You cannot guefs wherefore the Welchman comes. 
Thou wilt revolt, and fly to him, I fear. 

Stun. No, mighty Liege, therefore mfftruft me hot. 

K. Rich. Where is thy power then to beat him back? , 
Where are thy tenants, and thy followers ? 
Are they not now upon the weftern (hdre, 
Safe-condu£ting the rebels from their fhips ? 

Stan. No, my good Lord, my friends are in the north. 

K. Rich. Cold friends to me : what do they in the 
north, 
When they fhould ferve their Sovereign in the weft? 

Stan. They have not been commanded, mighty Kifig; 
Pleafe it your Majefty to give me leave, 
111 mufter up my friends, and meet your Grace, 
Where, and what time your Majefty (hall pleafe. 

K. Rich. Ay, thou Would'ft fain be gone to join with 
But I'll not truft thee. [Richm'oH d 

Stan. Mighty Sovereign, 
You have no caufe to hold my friendship doubtful. 
I never was, nor never will be falfe. 

K. Rich. Go then, and mufter men ; but leave behind 
Your fon George Stanley : look your heart be firm* 
Or elfe his head's afTurance is but frail. 

Stan. So deal with him as I prove true to you ! 

[Exit Stanley* 

Enter a Meffenger. 

Mejf. My gracious Sov'reign, now in Devonshire, 
As 1' by friends am well advertifed, 
Sir Edmund Courtney, and the haughty prelate, 
Bifhop of Exeter, his elder brother, 
With many more confederates, are in arms. 

Enter another Meffenger. 

Mef. In Kent, my Liege, the Guilfords are in anns* 
And every hour flill more competitors 
Flock to the rebels, and their power grows ftrong. 

Enter another Me/fenger. 

Mejf. My Lord, the army of the Duke of Bucking* 
ham — — 

K. Rith. 
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Rich. Out on ye, owls * ! nothing but fongs of 
death? \He Jlrikc* him. 

take thou that, till thou bring better news. 
% The news I have to tell your Majefty, 
t, by fudden floods and fall of waters, 
ngham's army is difpersM and fcatterM 
le himfelf wander'd away alone, 
in knows whither. 
Rich. Oh ! I cry thee mercy ! 
is my purfe, to cure that blow of thine, 
any well-advifed friend proclaimed 
d to him that brings the traitor in ? 
f. Such proclamation hath been made, my Liege. 

Enter another Mejfenger. 

f. Sir Thomas Lovel, and Lord Marquis Dorfet, 
lid, my Liege, in Yorkfhire are in arms; 
lis good comfort bring I to your Highnefs, 
Iretagne navy is difpers'd by tempeft. 
lond in Dorfetihire fent out a boat 
the more, to afk thofe on the banks, 
y were his afliftantsi yea or no ? 
anfwer'd him, they came from Buckingham 
his party ; he miftrufting them, 
I fail, and made his couife again for Bretagne. 
Rich. March on, march on, fince we are up in arms j 
to fight with foreign enemies, 
> beat down tliefe rebels here at home. 

Enter Cattjby. 

ef. My Liege, the Duke of Buckingham is taken, 

is the bell news: that the Earl of Richmond 

h a mighty power landed at Milford, 

ler news, but yet it muft be told. 

Rich. Away tow'rds Sali(bnry; while we reafon 

Til battle might be won and loft* [here> 

one take order Buckingham be brought 

tlifbury; the reft march on with me. [Exeunti 

l. V. Y SCENE 

• j. e. Birds of ill omen. 
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SCENE VII. Changes to the Lord Stanley 9 ! houfc. 
Enter Lord Stanley 9 and Sir Chriftopher Urfwick. 

Stan. Sir Chriftopher, tell Richmond this from me, 
That in the fly of this mo ft bloody boar, 
My fon George Stanley is frank'd up in hold ; 
If I revolt, off goes young George's head ; 
The fear of that holds off my prefent aid. 
*So, get thee gone, commend me to thy Lord. 
•Say too, the-Queen hath heartily confented 
lie mould efpoufe Elifabeth her daughter. 
But tell me, where is princely Richmond now? 

€hri. At Pembroke, or at Hav'ribrd-weft in Wales. 

Stan. What men of name refort to him? 

Chri. Sir Walter Herbert, a renowned foldiej;, 
Sir Gilbert Talbot, and Sir William Stanley, 
Oxford, redoubted Pembroke, Sir James Blunt, 
And Rice ap Thomas, with a valiant crew, 
And many others of great name and worth : 
And towards London do they bend their power, 
If by the way they be not fought withal. 

Stan. Well, hie thee to thy Lord : I kifs his hand ; 
My letter will refolve him of my mind. 
Farewell! [Exeunt* 

ACT V. SCENE I. 

Salt/bury. . 

JEnter the Sheriff y and Buckingham, with halberts % led to 
execution. 
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Buck. W ILL not King Richard let me fpeak 
with him ? 

Sher. No, good my Lord, therefore be patient. 

Buck. Haftings, and Edward'3 children, Gray and 
Holy King Henry, and thy fair fon Edward, .^Rivers, 
Vaughan, and all that have mifcarried 
By underhand, corrupted, foulinjuftice; 
If that your moody, discontented fouls 
Do through the clouds behold this prefent hour, 
Even for revenge mock my defhu&ion ! 

This 
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This is All fouls day, fellows* is it not? 
Sher. It is, my Lord. 

Buck. Why, then All-fouls day is my body's doomfdayi. 
This is the day which, in King Edward's time, 
Jwifh'd might fall on me, when I was found 
Falfe to his children, or his wife's allies. 
This is the day wherein I wifh'd to fall 
By the falfe faith of him whom moft 1 trufted : 
This, this All-fouls day to my fearful foul, 
i Is the determin'd refpedfc * of my wrongs.* 
That high* AU-fecr, which 1 dallied with, 
Hath turn'd my feigned prayer on my head,- 
And giv*n in earneft what I begg'd in jeft. 
\ Thus doth he force the fwords of wicked men 
To turn their own points on their matters' bofoms. 
Thus Marg'ret's-curfe falls heavy on my head: 
When he, quoth (he, fhall fplit thy heart with fbrrow, 
Remember Marg'ret was a prophetefs. 
Come, Sirs, convey me to the block of fhame ; 
Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the due of blame. 

\Exeunt Buckingham, Sheriff! and Officers. 

SCENE II. 

On the borders of Leiccfler/hire. A camp. 

Enter Richmond, Oxford, Blunt, Herbert, and others, with 
drum and colours* 

Rich. Fellows in arms, and my mofl loving friends* 
BrmVd underneath the yoke of tyranny, 
Thus far into the bowels of the land 
Have we march'd on without impediment ; 
And here receive we from our father Stanley 
Lines of fair comfort and encouragement. 
The wretchedj^bloody, and ufurping boar 
That fpoil'd your fummer-fields, and fruitful vines, 
Swill'd^your warm blood like wafh, and made his trough 
In your embowell'd bofoms; this foul fwine 
Lies now e'en in the centre of this ifle, 
Near to the town of Leicefter, as we learn : 
From Tarn worth thither is but one day's march. 

Y 2 In 

• /. e. Requital. 
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In God's name, chearly on, courageous friends, 
To reap the harveft of perpetual peace, 
By this one bloody trial of (harp war. 

Oxf. Every man's conference is a thoufand fworda, 
To fight againft that bloody homicide. 

Herb. I doubt not but his friends will fly to us. 

Blunt. He hath no friends, but who are friends for fori 
Which in his deareft need will fly from him. 

Rich. All for our 'vantage; then, in God's name, 
march. 
True hope is fwift, and flies with fwallows' wings; 
Kings it makes gods, and meaner creatures kings. 

[Extant. 

SCENE III. Changes to Bofworib JUla*. 

Enter King Richard In arms, nvlth Norfolk > Surrey, Ratcf^ 
Catejby, and others* 

K. Rich. Here pitch our tents, even here in Bofwortk 

My Lord of Surrey, why look you fo fad ? [fieii 

Sur. My heart is ten times lighter than my looks. \ 

K. Rich. My Lord of Norfolk, * 

Nor. Here, moft gracious Liege. £ not? 

K. Rich. Norfolk, we mud have knocks : ha, muftwe 
Nor. We muft both give and take, my gracious Lord* 
K. Rich. Up with my tent, here will I lie to-night j 

But where to-morrow ? — well, all's one for that. 

Who hath defcry'd the number of the traitors? 
Nor. Six or fev'n thoufand is their utmoft power* 
K. Rich. Why, our battalion .trebles that account; 

Befides, the King's name is a tower of ftrength, 

Which they upon the adverfe faction want. 

Up with the tent: come, Noble Gentlemen, 

Let us furvey the 'vantage of the ground. x 

Call for fome men of found direction : 

Let's want no difcipline, make no delay ; 

For, Lords, to-morrow is a bufy day. [Exeunt. 

SCENE changes to another part of Bofworth field. 

Enter Richmond; Sir William Brandon, Oxford, and 
Dorfet. 

Rich. The weary lun \\ax\v rcv^te * ^<3&«v^ 



j-fcj. KINO RICHARD III. lit 

► And, by the bright track of his fiery car, 

Give* fignal of a goodly day to-morrow. 

Sir William Brandon, you ihallbear my ftandard; 
t The Earl of Pembroke keep his regiment ; 
f Good Captain Blunt, bear my good night to him ; 
[And by the fecond hour in the morning 
t Delire the Earl to fee me in my tent. 

Yet one thing more, good Blunt, before thou goefl ; 

Where i3 Lord Stanley quarterM? doft thou know? 
Blunt. Unlefs I have mifta'en his colours much, 

(Which well I am aflur'd I have not done,). 

His regiment lies half a mile at Ieaft 
\ South from the mighty power of the King. 

' Rich. If without peril it be poifible, 

Sweet Blunts make fome good means to fpeak with him, 

And give him from me this moil needful note. 
Blunt. Upon my life, my Lord, I'll undertake it. 
Rich. Give me Tome ink and paper; in my tent 

I'll draw the form and model of our battle, 

limit each leader to his feveral charge, 

And part in juft proportion our fmafl ftrengthi 

Letu3 confult upon to-morrow's bufinefs; 

h to our. tent, the air is raw and cold. 

[ Tifoy withdraw into the tent. 

SCENE changes back to King Richard's tent. 

Enter King Richard, Rate/if, Norfolk, and Cattjby. 

K. Rich. What is^t o'clock? 

Catef. 'Tis f upper-time, my Lord*. 
Tis^aine o'clock. 

It. Rich. I will not fup tornightr 
Give me fome ink and paper. 
What, is my beaver eafier than it was? 
And all my armour laid into my tent ? 

Catef. It is, my Liege, and all things are in readinef* 

K. Rich. Good Norfolk, hie thee to thy charge, 
Ufe careful watch, chufe trufty centinels. 

Nor. I go, my Lord. 

K. Rich. Stir with the lark- to-morrow, gCttt\t^o\W&u 
Jfm I warrant you, my Lord* \E*Vt. 
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K. Rich, Catefby ! 

Catef. My Lord? 

K. Rich. Send out a purfuivant at arras 
To Stanley* 8 regiment ; bid him bring his power 
Before fun-riling, left his fon George fall 
Into the blind cave of eternal night. 
Fill me a bowl of wine — give me a watc h . 

[To Ratdf 
Saddle white Surrey for the field to-morrow: 
Look that my (laves be found, and not too heavy. 
Ratcliff, 

Rat. My Lord? 

K. Rich. Sav/ft thou the melancholy Lord Nortaun* 
berland ? 

Rat. Thomas the Earl of Surrey, and himfelf,. 
Much about cock-fhut time, from troop to troop, 
Went through the army, cheering up the foldiers. 

K. Rich. I am fatisfy'd ; give me a bowl of wine* 
I have not that alacrity of fpirk, 
Nor cheer of mind, that I was wont to have ■ 
There, fet it down. Is ink and paper ready? 

Rat. It is, my Lord. 

K. Rich. Bid my guard watch, and leave me* 
About the mid of night come to my tent, 
And help to aim me. Leave me now, I fay. 

[Exit RatcHJ 

SCENE IV. Changes hack to Richmond** tent* 

Enter Stanley to Richmond: Lords, &c* 

Stan. Fortune and victory fit on thy helm ! 
. Rich. AH comfort that the dark night can afford* 
Be to thy perfon, Noble father-in-law ! 
TeH me, how fares it with our loving mother I 

Stan. I, by attorney, blefs thee from thy mother y 
Who prays continually for Richmond's good: 
So much for that— The filent hours fteal on* 
And flaky darknefs breaks within the eaft. 
In brief, for £o the feafon bids us be, 
prepare thy battle early in the morning £ 
And put thy fortune to tV arbitriment 
Of bloody itrokes, and mortal flaring war* 
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I, as I may, (that which I would, I cannot,) 

With bcft advantage will deceive the time, 

And aid thee in this doubtful (hock of arms. 

But on thy fide I may not be too forward, 

Left, beiag feea, thy brother, tender George* 

Be executed iu his father's fight. 

Farewell ; the leifure and the fearful time 
" Cuts off the ceremonious vows of love, 

And ample interchange of fweet difcourfe, 

Which fo-long-fund'red friends mould dwell upon. 

God give us leifure for thefc rites of love! 

Once more, adieu ; be valiant, and fpeed well. 
Rich. Good Lords, conduct him to his regiment ; 

III ftrive, with troubled thoughts, to take a nap ; 

Left leaden ilumber poize me down to-morrow, 

When 1 ftiould mount with wings of victory : 

Once more good night, kind Lords and Gentlemen. 
j [Exeunt; Manet Richmond* 

\ Othou! whofe Captain I account myfelf, 
i Look on my forces with a gracious eye : 
I Put in their hands thy bruifing irons of wrath* 
| That they may crufh down with a heavy fall 
; Th* ufurping helmets of our adverfariesl 

Make us thy minifters of chaftifement, 

That we may praife thee in thy victory. 

To thee I do commend my watchful foul, 

Ere I let fall the windows of mine eyes : 

Sleeping and waking, oh, defend me ftill! [Sleeps* 

SCENE V. 

Between the tents of Richard and Richmond: they Jleeping. 

Enter the Ghofl of Prince Edward, Son to Henry VI* 

Ghojl. Let me fit heavy on thy foul to-morrow ! 

[7* K. Rich. 
Think how thou ftabb'd'ft me in the prime of youth 
At Tewkfbury ; therefore defpair, and die. 

Be chearful, Richmond ; for the wronged fouls 

[To Richm, 
Of butcher'd princes fight in thy behalf; 
King Henry's iflue, Richmond, comforts thee. 
Vjf ;/• ' ' • . Enter 
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Enter the Ghoft of Henry VI. 

Ghoft. When I was mortal, my anointed body 

[To K. Rick 
By thee wa3 punched full of deadly holes ; 
Think on the Tower and me ; defpair, and die-. 
Henry the Sixth bids thee defpair and die. 

Virtuous and holy, be thou conqueror: [To Rtcbnu 
Harry, that prophefy'd thou fhouldft be King, 
Doth co.nfort thee in fleepj, live thou and flourifh. 

Enter the Ghoft of Clarence.. 

Ghoft* Let me fit heavy on thy foul to-morrow ! 

iTo K. Rich 
T, that was wafli'd to death in fulfome wine, 
Poor Clarence, by thy guile betray'd to deaths 
To-morrow in the battle think on me* . 

And fall thy edgeleis fword; defpair, and die. 

Thou offspring of the houfe of Lancafter, 

[ To Richmond.. \ 
The wronged heirs of York do pray for thee ; 
Good angela. guard thy battle! live and flourifh* 

Enter the Ghofts of Rivers, Gray, and Vaughan. 

Riv. Let me fit heavy on thy. foul to-morrow ! 

[To K. Rich., 
Rivers, that dy'd at Pomfret : defpair, and die. 
Gray. Think upon Gray, and let thy foul. defpair. 

' To K.Rich.. 
Vaug. Think upon Vaughan, and with guilty fear 
Let fall thy launce! Richard, defpair, and die. 

To K. RM.. 
All. Awake ! and think, our wrongs in Richard's bo?- 
fom 
Will conquer him. — Awake, and win the day. 

[To Richm. 

Enter the Ghoft of Lord Haftbigs. 

Ghoft. Bloody and guilty, guiltily awake;. 

[To K. Rich.. 
And in a bloody battle end thy days: 
Think on Lord Iiaftingsj and defpair, and die. 

Quick. 
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Quiet, untroubled foul, awake, awake! [To Richm. 
Arm, fight, and conquer, for fair England's fake. 

Enter the Ghojis of the two young Princes. 

Ghqfts. Dream on thjfcoufins (mother'd in the Tower: 

ITo K. Rich. 
Let us be lead within thy bofom, Richard, 
And weigh thee down to ruin, (hame, and death ! 
Thy nephews' fouls bid thee defpair, and die. 

Sleep, Richmond, deep in peace ; and wake in joy. 

[To Richnu 
Good angels guard thee from the boar's annoy ! 

Live, and beget a happy race of Kings 

Edward's unhappy fons do bid thee flourifh. 

Enter the Ghqfi -of Anne hit wife. 

Gbojl. Richard, thy wife, that wretched Anne thy 
wife, [To K. Rich 

That never flept a quiet hour with thee, 
Now fills thy Beep with perturbations ; 
To-morrow in the battle think on me, 
And fall thy edgelefs fword : defpair, and 61e. 

Thou, quiet foul, fleep thou a quiet Heep : 

[To Richnu 
Dream of fuccefs and happy victory, 
Thy adverfary's wife doth pray for thee. 

Enter the Ghofl of Buckingham. 

Ghqfi. Tlie foft was I that heip'd thee to the crown; 

[To K. Rich, 
The lafl was I that felt thy tyranny. 
O, in the battle think on Buckingham* 
And die in terror of thy guikinefs. 
Dream on, dream on, of bloody deeds and death: 
Fainting, defpair ; defpairing, yield thy breath. 

I dy'd for hope ere I could lend thee aid: [To Richm* 
But chear thy heart, and be thou not difmay'd ; 
God and good angels fight on Richmond's fide, 
And Richard fall in height of all his pride. 

[ The Qhofls vani/h. 
[K. Richard Jar Is out of his dreanu 

JT. Rich* Give me .another horfe — bind up my wounds. 
M #*.: - ^* "Han* 
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Have mercy, Jefu — Soft, I did but dream. 

coward Confcience ! how doft thou afflict me?' 

The lights burn blue is it not dead midnight? 

Cold fearful drops fland on my trembling flefh. 
What ? do I fear myfelf ? there's none elfe by; 
Richard loves Richard ; that is, I am I. 
Is there a murd'rer here? No. Yes, I am. * 
My confcience hath a thoufand fev'ral tongues,; 
And ev'ry tongue brings in a fev'ral tale, 
And ev'ry tale condemns me for a villain. 
Perjury, perjury in high'ft degree, 

* Murder, flern murder in the diPfl degree, 
All feveral fins, all us'-d in each degree, 
Throng to the bar, all crying, Guilty, guilty V 

1 fhall defpair: there is no creature loves me: 
And if I die, no foul" mall pity me f. 
Methought the fouls of all that. I had murderM 
Came to my tent, and ev'ry one did threat 
To-morrow's vengeance on the head of Richard* 

Enter Ratctiff; 

Rat. My Lord, 

K. Rich. Who's there? 

Rat. RatclifF, my Lord. The early viHage»coc£ 

Hath twice done fafutation to the morn; 

Your friends are up, and buckle on their armour. 

K. Rich. RatclifF, I fear, I fear 

Rat. Nay, good my Lord, be not afraid of fliadows* 
K. Rich. By the Apoftle Paul, fhadows to-night 

Have 

* no; yes, lam. 

Then fly— What, from myfelf? Great reaCbn ; Why ? 

Left I revenge. What ? myfelf on myfelf r 

1 love myfelf. Wherefore ? for any good. ^ t 

That 1 myfelf have done unto-myfelf ? 

O, no. Alas, 1 rather hate myfelf, JiS 

For hateful deeds committed by myfelf. ' '« i| 

I am a villain ; yet I lye, I am not. 

Fool, of thyfelf fpeak well Fool, do not flatter;, 

My confcience hath, &c. 

f < no foul (hall \>ity me. 

Nay, wherefore (hould they t tofctt tattA to^x& 
Fin d in myfelf no pity to myfelfc. 
Me thought the fouls, &x« 
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[ave (truck more terror to the foul of Richard, 
"han can the fubflance of ten thoufand foldiers 
irmed in proof, and led by ihallow Richmond. 
: is not yet near day. Come, go with me ; 
toder our tents I'll play the eaves -dropper, 
o hear if any mean to fhrink from me. 

[Exeunt K. Richard and Ratdlffl 

SCENE VI. 

Enter the Lords to Richmond fining In his tent, 

"Lords. Good morrow, Richmond. 

Rich. *Cry mercy, Lords and Watchful Gentlemen, 
Tiat you have ta'en a tardy fluggard here. 

Lords, How have you flept, my Lord ? 

Rich. The fweeteft fleep, and faireft-boding dreams, 
'hat ever enter'd in a drowfy head, 
[ave I fince your departure had, my Lords, 
lethought their fouls whofe bodies Richard murder'd, * 
ame to my tent, and cried, On ! Vltlory ! 
promife you my heart is very jocund, 
i the remembrance of fo fair a dream. ♦ 

tow far into the morning is it, Lord3? 

Lords. Upon the ftroke of four. 

Rich. Why, then 'tis time to arm, and give direction, 
[ore than I have faid, loving countrymen, 
he leifure and inforcement of the time 
orbids to dwell on ; yet remember this, 
od and our good caufe fight upon our fide i 
he pray'rs of holy faints, and wronged fouls, 
ike high-rear'd bulwarks, fland before our faces, 
ichard except, thofe whom we fight again ft, 
ad rather have us win, than him they follow. 
>r what is he they follow? truly, Gentlemen, 

bloody tyrant, and a homicide ; 
ae rais'd in blood, and one in blood eftablifti'd ; 
oc that made means to come by what he hath, 
nd flaughter'd thofe that were the means to help him. 
bafe foul ftone, made precious by the foil 
F England's chair, where he is falfely fet # , 
ae that hath ever been God's enemy : 
teftifyou fight againU God's enemy, 
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Felt (o much cold, as over fhoes in fnow. 
Let's whip thefe ftragglers o'er the feas again, 
Lam hence thefe over-weening rags of France, 
Thefe famith'd beggars, weary of their lives; 
Who, but for dreaming on this food exploit, 
For want of means, poor rats, had hang'd themfelvcs. 
If we be conquerM, let men conquer us, 
And not thofc baftard Britons, whom our fathers 
Have in their own land beaten, bobb'd, and thump'd, 
And on record left them the heirs of fhame. 
Shall thefe enjoy our lands ? lie with our wives ? 
Ravifh our daughters ?— Hark, 1 hear their drum. 

[Drum afar c 
Fight, Gentlemen of England! fight, bold yeomen! 
Draw, archers, draw your arrows to the head ; 
Spur your proud horfes hard, and ride in blood; 
Amaze the welkin with your broken ftaves! 

Enter a Meffenger. 

What fays Lord Stanley ? will he bring his power? 
Mejf. My Lord, he doth deny to come. -j 

K. Rich. Off inftantly with his fon George's head, j 
Nor. My Lord, the enemy 46 pafs'd the marfh ; 

After the battle let George Stanley die. 

K, Rich A thoufand hearts are great within my bofom. 

Advance our ftandards, fet upon our foes; . 

Our ancient word of courage, fair St George, 

Infpire ,us with the fpleen of fiery dragons. 

JJpon them! yi&ory fits on our helms. [Exettot, 

scene ynr. 

Alarum. Excurfions. Enter Catejby. 

Catef. Refcue, my Lord of Norfolk, refcue, refcue; 
The King ena&s more wonders than a man, 
A daring oppofite to every danger! 
His horfe is flain, and all on foot he fights, 
Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death. 
Refcue, fair Lord, or elfe the day is lofc 

Alarum. Enter King Richard. 

K. Rich. A horfe! a horfe! roy kingdom for a horfe! 

Catef. 
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Catef. Withdraw, my Lord, 111 help you to a horfe. 
K. Rich. Slave, I have fet my life upon a caft, 
nd I will fland the hazard of the dye : 
think there be fix Richmonds in the field; 
ve have I flain to-day inftead of him. 
horfe! a- horfet my kingdom for a horfe ! [Exeunt'* 

(arums. Enter King Richard and Richmond; they Jight % 
Richard is Jlain. 

etreat and Jlourijh. Enter Richmond, Stanley bearing the 
crown, with divers other Lords. 

Rich. God and your arms be praiVd, vi&orious friends, 

he day is ours! the bloody dog is dead. 

Statu Courageous Richmond, well haft thou acquit 

o, here thefe Iong-ufurped ! royalties, [thee; 

rom the dead temples of this* bloody wretch, 

ave I pluck'd off, to grace thy brows withal* 

r ear it, enjoy it, and make ufe of it. 

Rich. Great God of heaven, fay Amen to all! 

at tell me firft, is young George Stanley living? 

Stan. He is, my Lord, and fate in JLeicefter town; 

'hither, if you fo pleafe, we may withdraw us. 

Rich. What men of name are flam on either fide ? 

Stan. John Duke of Norfolk, Walter the Lord Ferrit, 

r Robert Brakenbury, Sir William Brandon. 

Rich. Inter their bodies as becomes their births* 

-oclaim a pardon to the foldiers fled, 

bat in fubmiflion will return to us* 

nd then, as we have ta'en the facrament, 

r e will unite the white rofe and the red. 

nile Heaven upon this fair conjunction, 

hat long hath frown'd upon their enmity ! 

r hat traitor hears me, and fays not, Amen? 

ngland hath long been mad, and fcarrM herfelf; 

he brother blindly fhed the brother's blood, 

he father rafhly flaughter'd his own fon, 

he fon3, compell'd, been butchers,to the fire f : 

Z 2 now 

t _ butchers to the fire: 

All this divided York and Lancaster* 
divided in their dire divifiexu 
now let, Sec. 
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O now let Richmond and Eii&betb, 
The true fuqeeeders of his royal houfe, 
By God's fair ordinance conjoin together ! 
And let their heirs (God, if thy wfll be fo) 
Enrich the time to come with fmooth-fae'd Peace* 
With finding Plenty, and fair profp'rous days. ' 
Abate the edge of trakors, gracious Lord ! 
That would reduce thefe bloody days again, 
And make poor England weep in ftreams. of blood* 
Let them not live to tafle this land's increase, 
That would with treafon wound this fair land's peace. 
Now civil wounds are ftopp'd, Peace lives again : 
Thai flta may long live here., God % 9 Amca! 

[Excuak 
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DRAMATIS FERSON^E. 



Cromwell, firft fervant to Wolfeyt 
afterwards to the King 

Griffith, Gentlcman-UJber to ^ 
Catharine. 

Three Gentlemen. 

Doctor Butts>pbyficia* totbe King* 

Garter, King at Arms. 

Surveyor to the Duke of Bucking* 
bam. 

Brandon, and Serjeant at Arms. 

' Door- keeper of the council- chamber i 

Porter \ and his man. 

Queen Catharine, firft -wife to 
King Henry, after-wards di- 
vorced. 

Anne BuUen, b^oved by the King t 
and afterwards married to hinu 

An old Lady y friend to Anne BuU 
lot. 

Patience, Woman of the bed- chant' 
her to Queen Catharine. 

Several Lords and Ladies in the- 
dumb Jbcvfs. Women attending 
upon the Queen; Spirits -which 
appear to her. Scribes, Offi- 
cers^ Guards, and other At- 
tendants. 



ENRY VIII. 

Wolfey, his firft mui- 
d favourite. 
, Arcbbijbop of Canter- 

Norfolk. 
Buckingham. 
Brandan, Duke of Sitf- 

arrey. 
mberlain. 
Campcius, the Pope's 

9 

, Ambajfador from the 

or Charles V. 

as Audleie, Lord Keep- 

- Sir Thomas More; and 

wd Chancellor. 

, JBiJbop of Winchefter. 

Lincoln. 

ergavenny.' 

da* 

f Guildford. 

ias Lovell. 

>ny Denny. 

las Vaux. 

im Sands. 

INM lies ntoftly in London and Weftminfter; once ati 
Kimbolton. 
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no more to. make you laugh ; things now* 
%r a weighty and a ferlous brow, 
b, and working, full ofjlate and woe} 
We Jcenes as draw the eye tojlow,, > 
Z 1 
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#r Jbatt prefent. Tbofe that can pity, here* 
May, if they think it well, let fall a tear; 
The fubjeQ will deferve it. Such as give 
Their money but of hope they may believe. 
May here find truth too, Thofi that come to fee- 
Only a fhow or two, (and fo agree, 
The play may pafs t J if they be fiill and willing^ 
' Pll undertake, may fee away their fhilHng 
Richly in two fbort hours. Only they 
That come to hear a merry, bawdy play; 
A noifehf targets; or to fee a fellow 
In along motley coat, guarded with yellow ;- 
WUlbe deceived:, for, gentle bearers, know 9 . 
To rank out chofen truth with fuch a fhow 
As fool and fight k, (hefiies forfeiting 
Our own brains, andth* opinion that we bringy _ 
To make that only true we now intend, J " 

Will leave us ne'er an under/landing friend. 
Therefore, for*goodnefs 9 fake, as you are know** 
The firfi and happiefi hearers of the town, 
Jfe fad, as we would make ye. Think ye fee 
The very perfons of our noble fiory 9 
As they were living: think you fee them great* 
And follow* d with the gen r ral throng, and fmot*: 
Of thoufand friends; then, in a moment, fee^ 
How foon this mightinefs meets -mifery ! 
And, if you can he merry then, Pll fay, 
A matk may weep upon his wedding-day* 

ACT I. SCENE L 

An antic hamber in the palace* 

Enter the Duke of Norfolk, atom d^r; at the other 
Dukerof Buckingham^ and the Lord Abergavenny, 

Buck. VJF OOD'' morrow, and well/ met « Hew 
you done 
Since laflwe law y 9 in France? 
Nor. I thank your Grace;. 

Heal 



fe* KINO HEWRY YIH. *;* 

Healthful,' and ever fince a frefh admirer W 

Of what I faw there. 

Back. An untimely ague- 
Stay'd me a priibner in my chamber, when- 
Thofefunaof gtery, thofe two lights of men,. 
Met in the vale of Arde. 

Nor. 'Twixt Guynes and Arde: 
I was then prefent, faw 'em fakte on horfeback, 
Beheld them when they lighted* how they clung 
h their embraceraent, as they grew together; 
Which had they* what feur thron'd ones could have 
Such a compounded one? £weigh'd 

Buck. All the whole time- 
Swas my chamber's prifoner* 

Nor. Then you loft 
The view of earthly glory* Men- might iay 
Till tW time Pomp was tingle, but now marry 'dT 
To one above itfelf. Each following day 
Became the next day's matter, till the laft 
Made former wonders, its* To-day the French* 
AD clinquant, all in gold, Eke Heathen gods* % 
Shone down the Englifti ; and to-morrow they 
Made Britain, India:, every man that flood, 
Shew'd Hke a mine, Their dwarfifh pages were 
As cherubims, all gilt ; the Madams too, 
Not. us'd to toil, did almoft fweat to bear 
The pride upon- them ; that their very Jabour * 

Was to them as a painting. Now thw malk 
Was cry'd incomparable ; andth' enfuiRg night 
Made it % a fool and beggar. The two Kings* 
Equal in liiftre, were now beft, now worft, 
As prefehce did prefent them ; bun in eye, 
Still him inipraife ; and being prefent both, 
'Twas fajft they few but one; and no da&erner • 
Durft wag hiatongue in cenfure.f When thefe Cans. 

g~ wr fo they phrafe 'cm} by their heralds chaUeng'd 
e noble fpirks to arms, they did perform- 
Beyond thought's compafs ; that old fabulous ftorj* 
^Being now feen poffible enough) got credit;; 
That Bevis % was believ'd. 

-Ap£. 

J ' f>" Cenfure, for determinQtion % of which had the nobleft appearance* 
'*: ilhc old romantic Jcgead ofJkvi*oiSo\ih*m^<rcu MLtltoKu. 
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%Buck. Oh, yon go far. 

JVor. As I belong to worihip, and affecV : ) . 

In honour, honefty; the tra& of every: thing 
Would by a good difcourfer lofe fome life. 
Which action's felf was tongue to. All was royal*. 
To the difpofing of it nought rebell'd; 
Order gave each thing view; the office did 
Diftin&ly his full fundion. 

Buck. Who did guide, 
I mean, who fet the body and the limbs < '' 

Of this great {port together, as you guefs? 

Nor. One, fure, that promifes no element J 
In fuch a bufinefs. 

Bud. Pray you, who, my Lord? 

Nor. Alt this was order'd by the good difcretion 
Of the Right Reverend Cardinal of York. 

Buck, The devil fpeed him ! no man's, pye is fflfcd : 
From his ambitious finger. What had he 
To do in thefe fierce vanities? I wonder,,.. 
That fuch a ketch can with his very bulk 
Take up the rays o' th* beneficial fun, 
And keep it from the earth. 

Nor, Yet, furely, Sir, 
There's w him Huff that puts him to thefe ends*. 
For being not piopt by anceiby, whofe grace 
Chalks fucceffors their way; nor caU'd upon 
For high feats done to th* crown; neither ally 'd 
To eminent affi Hants; but fpider-like 
ftft of his felf-drawn web ; ■ this gives ua note* . 
HBforce of his own merit makes his way ; 
Sfljift that heaven gives, which buys. for him 
A place next to the King. 

Aher. I cannot teH i 

What heav'n hath giv'n him ; let fome graver eje 
Pierce into that : but I can fee his pride 
Peep through each part of him. Whence has he that? 
If not front hell, the devil is a niggard, 
Or has given all before ; and he begins 
A new hell in himfelf. 

Buck. But why the devit, 
Upon this French going out, took he upon him, 

Without 
t Mlmtnty far ulcut, capacity^ : 
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Without the privity o' th* King, t* appoint 
' Who mould attend him? He makes up the file 
Of all the gentry : for the moft part fuch, 
On whom as great a charge as little honour 
He meant to lay: and his own letter only 

IThe honourable board of council out), 
luft fetch in him he papers*. 
Aber. I do know 
Kinfmen of mine, three at the leaft, that have / 
By this fo ficken'd their eftatea, that never 
They fhall abound as formerly. 

Buck. O, many 
Have broke their backs- with laying manors on 'em 
For this great journey. What did this, great vanity 
But mmifter communication of 
A moft poor iffue ? 

Nor. Grieviftgly, I think* 
The peace between the French and us not values 
* The coft that did conclude it. 
Buok* f-Every man, 
After the hideous ftorm that followed, was 
A thing infpir'd*; and not confulting, broke- 
Into a general prophecy, that this tempeft, 
Darning <th* gwftentolthis.peacje, ahoadcd: 
The fudden breach on't. 

Nor. Which is budded out* 
For France hath flawM the league, audi hath attache 
Our merchants* goods at Bourdeaux.. 

Abet* Is it therefore fa- 

Th' ambaffado* i* filenc'.d$ > JPIP 

Nor. Mwry, is't. ™ F 

Abet* A proper title of. a peace, and purcbas'd 
At a fuperfluous rate! 
Buck. . Why, all this, bufincfa 

Our, 

* Vie papers,* verb. His own letter, by his own fiiftgle autho* 
nty, and without the concurrence of the council, muft fetch in him 
whom he papers down. Mr. Pope. 

f Hall lays," Monday, 18th day of June, there blew fuch ftorma- 
•* of wind and weather, that marvel was to hear; for which hideous 
" tempeft fome faid, it was a very progaoftication of trouble and; 
H£$ftltd to come between princes." In Henry VI II. p. $0. 

%$M<nSdtorrecalCd. 
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Our Rev'rend Cardinal carried. 

Nor. Like it your Grace, 
The ftate takes notice of the private difference 
Betwixt you and the Cardinal. I advife you, 

iAnd take it from a heart that wifhes tow'rds you 
lonour and plenteous f fafety,) that you read 
The Cardinal's malice and his potency 
Together : to confider further, that 
What his high hatred would effect, wants not 
A miniiler in his power. You- kn6w his nature; 
That he's revengeful j and I know his fword 
Hath a fharp edge ; 'tis long, and 't may be faidr 
It reaches far ; and where 'twill not extend, 
Thither he darta it. Bofom up my counfel, 
You'll find it wholefome. Lo, where comes that roefe 
That I advife your (Running. 

SCENE n. •' *' 

Enter Cardinal Woljey, the purfe borne before him> clftam 
of the guard, and two Secretaries with papers; the Cat* 
dinal in bis paffhge fixetb his eye on Buckingham t attS 
Buckingham on him f both full of difdain. 

Wol The Duke of Buckingham's fonteyor? hi! 
Ware's his examination \ ■ i[ 

Seer. Here, fo pleafe you. 

Wol. Is he mperfon ready ?* • '••• '- ;;; < "■ ,; ! 

Seer. Ay, an't pleafe your Grace. :•<-.*:'- 

Wol. Well, we mall then know more t 
A|pd Buckingham (hall leffen this big look; 

[Exeunt Cardinal and hh from 

Buck. This butcher's cur is venom-mouth'd, ; *and I 
Have not the pow'r to muzzle him ^therefore beft 
Not wake him in his (lumber. A beggar's book - 
Out-worths a noble's blood. 

Nor. What, are you chaf 'd ? 
Aik God for temp'rance, that's th' appliance only 
Which your difeafe requires. 

Buck. I read in's looks > ■ 

Matter againft me, and his eye revil'd 
Me as his abject objeel: : at this inftant 

• ■ ' ■ ; He. 

f PttnttmiiQV full) entire* 
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,"Sc bores me with fome trick, he's gone to th* King: 
111 follow, and outdare him. 
Nor. Stay, my Lord ; 

t And let your reafon with 'your choler queftion 
What 'tis you go about. To climb fteep hills, 
Requires (low pace at firft. Anger is like 
A full-hot horfe, who being allow'd his way, 
Self-mettle tires him. Not a man in England 
Can advife me, like you: be to yourfelf 
As you would to your friend. 
Bud. I'll to the King, 

; And from a mouth of honour quite cry down 
This Ipfwich fellow's infolence, or proclaim • 
There's difference in no perfons. 

Nor. Be advis'd; 
Heat not a furnace for your foe fo hot, 
That it do finge yourfelf. We may outrun 
By violent fwiftnefs, that which we run at, 
And lofe by ov»tr-running: know you not, 
The£re that mounts the liquor till't run o'er, 
deeming t' augment it, waftes it ? be advis'd. 
I fay again, there is no Englifh foul 

r More ftronger to direft you than yourfelf, 

i If with the fap of reafon you would quench, 
Or but allay the fire of paffion. % 

Buck. Sir, 
I'm thankful to you, and I'll go along 
By your prescription ; but this top-proud fellow, 
Whom from the flow of gall I name not, but 
From iincere j- motions ; by intelligence, 

And proofs as clear as founts in July, when 

We fee each grain of gravel, I do know 

To be corrupt and treasonous. 
Nor. % Say not, treafonous. 

Buck. To th' King I'll Tay't, and make my vouch as 
ilrong 

As (hore oif rock. Attend. This holy fox, 1 9 - : 

Qr wolf, or both, (for he is equal rav'nous, **i' 

As he is fubtle ; and as prone to mifchief, 

Affable to perform't,,) his' mind and place 

Irffecling 

> ^ in the fenfe of fyncerus, L<it. legitimate, out of luve to my 
icouatry, and from no private prejudices. 
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Infefiing one another, yea, reciprcxaDy, 
Only to (hew bis pomp, as well in France 
As here at home, fuggefts f the King our mafter 
To this laft coftly treaty, th' interview, 
That fwaUow'd fo much treafure, and Hke a glafs 
Did break i' th 9 rinfmg. 
Nor. Faith, and fo it did. 

Buck. Pray, give me favour, Sir. This conning" 

The articles o' th* combination drew, [Cardinal A 

As himfelf pleas'd; and they were ratify'd, 

As he cry'd, Let it be to as much end, 

As give a crutch to th' dead. But our court Cardinal 

Has done this, and 'tis well for worthy Wolfey, 'S 

Who cannot err, he did it. Now this follows, 

(Which, as I take it, is a kind of puppy 

To th' old dam, treafon,) Charles the Emperor, 

Under pretence to fee the Queen his aunt, 

(For 'twas indeed his colour /out he came 

To whifper Wolfey, ) here makes vifitation. 

His fears were, that the interview betwixt 

England apd France might through their amity 

Breed him fome prejudice : for from this league 

Peep'd harms that menae'd him. He privily 

Deals with our Cardinal, and as I trow, 

Which I do well ■ fori am fure the Emperor 

Paid ere he promis'd, whereby his fuit was granted 

Ere it was afk'd. But when the way was made, 

And pav'd with gold, the Emp'ror thus deuVd, 

That he would pleafe to alter the King's courfe, 

And break the forefaid peace. Let the King know* 

(As foon he fhall by me,) that thus the Cardinal J 

Does buy and fell his honour as he pleafes, : '\ 

And for his own advantage. i 

Nor. I am forry 
To hear this of him ; and could wilh you were -\ 

Something miftaken in't . 

Buck. No, not a fyllable. 
I do pronounce him in that very fh ape 
He fhall appear in proof. ] 

SCENE I 
• 1 

t Suggtfls, tot cxriU*, j 
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SCENE III. 

Enter Brandon, a Serjeant <tt Arms before htm, and two or 

three of the guard. 

Bran, Your office, Serjeant ; execute it. 

Serj. Sir, 
My Lord the Duke of Buckingham, and Earl 
Of Hertford, Stafford, and Northampton, I 
Arreft thee of high treafon, in the name 
Of our moil Sov'reign King. 

Buck. Lo you, my Lord, 
The net has fall'n upon me ; I mall perim 
Under device and practice. 

Bran, I am forry * ' 

To fee you ta'en from liberty, to look on 
The bufinefs prefent. 'Tis his Highnefs* pleafure 
You (hall to th' Tower. 

Buck. It will help me nothing 
To plead mine innocence ; for that dye is on me, 
Which makes my whit'ft part black. The will of heat'it 
iBe done in this and all things ! I obey. 

my Lord Aberga'nny, fare ye well. 

Bran. Nay, he muft bear you company. The King ^ 

ts pleas'd you mail to th' Tower, till you know 
How he determines further. 

Aber. As the Duke faid, 
The will of heav'n be done, and the King's pleafure 
JSy me obey'dl 

Bran. Here is a warrant from 
The King, t' attach Lord Montague, and the bodie* 
Of the Duke's confeflbr, John de la Court, 
-And Gilbert Peck, his chancellor. 

Buck. So, fo; 
Thefe are the limbs o* th' plot. No more* I hope? 

Bran. A monk o' th* Chartreux. 

Buck. Nicholas Hopkins? 

Bran, He. 

Buck. My furveyor is falfe, the o'er-great Cardinal 
Hath fhew'd him gold ; my life is fpann'd already* 

1 am the fhadow of poor Buckingham, 
J^hofe figure ev'n thrsinftant cloud putsotv, 

&jr dark'ning my clear fun. My Lord, farewfiL. \E*t. 
Vol. V. A a &G833K. 
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SCENE IV. Changes to the counciUhamler. 

: Cornet. Enter King Henry, leaning on the CardtnaPs JhouU 
der; the nobles y and Sir Thomas Lovell; the Cardinal 
places him/elf under the King's feet on his right fide* 

King. My life itfelf, and the beft heart. of it, 
Thanks you for this great care: I flood i* th* ievej 
Of a full-charg'd confed'racy, and give thanks 
To you that chok'd it. Let be call'd before us 
That gentleman of Buckingham's in perfon; ; 
111 hear him his coofeffions juftify, 
And point by point the treafons.of his mafte. r 
'He (hall again relate. 

A noife within, crying , Room for the Queen. Enter tht 
Queen ujher'dby the Dukes of Norfolk and Sufolk: Jhc 
kneels. The King rifeth from his flat e y takes her up, kijfes% 
and placeth her by him. 

Queen. Nay, we muft longer kneel; I am a fukor. 

King. Arife, and take your place by us ; half your to 
Never name to Us; you have half our power: 
The other moiety ere you a(k, is given; 
Repeat your will, and take it. 

Queen* Thank your Majefty. 
That you would love yourfelf, and in that love 
Not unconfider'd leave your honour, nor 
The dignity of your office, is the point 
(Of my petition. 

King. Lady mine, proceed. 

Queen. I am folicited not by a few, 
And thofe of true condition, that your fubje&s 
Are in great grievance. There have been commiffions 
-Sent down apiong !cm, which have flaw'd the heart 
Of all their loyalties ; wherein although, t T° Wotffy 

My good JLor^d Cardinal, they vent reproaches 
Moil bitterly on you, as putter on 
Of thefe exactions; yet the King our mafler 
( Whofe honour Heav'n (hield from foil) ev'n he 'fcapea 
jtanguage unmannerly, yea fuch which breaks [n# 
The fides of loyalty, tt&*taK&*^«t 
Jjn loud rebellion. ^^ 
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Nor. • Not almoft appears, 
ft doth appear ; for, upon thefe taxations, - 
The clothiers afl, n6t able to maintain 
l*he many to them ponging, have put off* 
The fpinfiers, carders, fullers*; weavers 3 who^ 
IJnfit for other life, compelled by htfnger 
And lack of other means, in defp'rate manner 
Daring th' event to th' teeth, are all in uproar, • 
And danger ferves among- them. ' 

King.* How! taxation? 
Wherein I and what taxation r* My Lord Cardinal, • 
You, that are blam'd for it alike Vith us, 
Know yoo of this taxation ? 

Wol Fleafeyouj Sir,' 
I know but of a fiiigle part in aught 
Pertains to th 1 ftatej and front but in that file* 
Where other* tell fteps whk met 

§>uecn. No, nty Lord, , 

¥o'u know no more than others i but you frame- 
Things that are known alike f, which are not wholefomfc 
To thofe which would not know ] thenr, and yet muft 
Perfbrce-be their acquaintances Thefeexa&ions 
(Whereof my Sdv'reign would have note) they are- 
Moft peftilentto th' heating; and to bear 'em, 
The back is facrifice to th* load; they fay 
They are deviVd by you, or elfe you fuffer 
Too hard an exclamation; 

King. Still, exaaion! 
The nature oft it, in what kind let's know- 
Is this exaction*? 

$>ueen. I am much too vent'rouS 
In tempting of your patience, but am bolden'd 
Under ytaur promis'd pardon. The fubjects' grief 
Gome thro^ commiffions,' which 'Compel from each- . 
The-fixth part of his fubftanee, to be levy'd 
Without delay ; and the pretence for this- 
I* nam'd your wars in France. This makes-bold mouths; 
Tongues fpit their duties out, and cold hearts- freeze 
Allegiance in them; all their curfes now 
Live where their pray'rs did ; and 'tis come to pafs, 
That tradable obedience is a (lave 
' f y A a 2 To 

' * f Alike t for equally to alL ^ 
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To each incenfed will. I would your Highocfi 
Would give it quick confideration, fox 
There is no primer bufinefs. 

King. By my life, 
This is agamft our pleafure* 

Wol. And forme, 
I have no further gone in this, than by 
A flngle voice; and that not pad me, but 
By learned approbation of the judges. 
If I'm tradue'd by tongues, which neither know 
My faculties, nor.perfon, yet will be. 
The chronicles of my doing; let me fay, 
^Tis but the fate of place, and the rough brake- 
That virtue muft go through : we rnuft not dint 
Our necefiary a&ions, in the fear 
To cope malicious cenfures; which ever, 
As rav'nous fifties do a veflel follow 
That is new trimm/d, but benefit no further 
Than vainly longing. What we oft do heft* 
By fick * interpreters, or weak ones, is 
Not ours, or not allow'd; what worft, as oft 
Hitting a grofTer quality, is cry'd up 
For our bed a&: if we (land ftill, in fear 
Our motion will be mock'd or carped at* 
We mould take root here where we fit, v 
Or fit ftate-ftatues only. 

King. Things done well, 
And with a care, exempt themferves from fear \ 
Things done without example, in their ifTue 
Are to be fear'd. Have you a precedent 
Of this com million ? I believe not any. 
We mud not rend our fubje&s from our laws, 
And ftick them in out will Sixth part of each ! 

A trembling contribution ! Why, we take 

From ev'ry tree, lopf, bark, and part o'th' timbers 
And though we leave it with a root thus hack'd, 
n The air will driak the fap. To ev'ry county, 
Where this is quellion'd, fend our letters, with 
Free pardon to each man that has deny'd 
The force of thi6 commiffion ; pray look to ? t ;. 

I put 

* Prejudiced. 

f X^i8ai'ub8»nUvv^ud^^^v&%\.VtW.ttnci«£» \ 
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I put it to your care. 

WoL A word with you. [To the Secretary. 

Let there-be letters writ to every (hire, 
Of the King's grace and pardon. The grievM commons- 
Hardly conceive of me, let it be nois'd, 
That, through our interceflion, this revokement 
And pardon comes; I (hall anon advife you 
Burther uvthe proceeding. [Exit Secretary** 

SCENE V. Enter Surveyor. 

Shteen. Pm forry that the Duke of Buckingham^ 
Is run in your difpleafure. 

King. * It grieves many* 
The gentleman is learri'd, amoft rare fpeafcer,'. 
To nature none more bound; his training fuchy- 
That he may futnifh and inftrucV great teachers, 
And. never feek for aid out of himfelf. 
Yet fee when noble benefits * (hall prove 
Not well difpos'd.f, the mind growa once corrupt , * 
They turn to vicious forms $, ten times more ugly 
Than ever they were fair. This man fo 'compliuV-d, , , 
"Who was inroll'd ^mongft wonders, and when we, 
Almoft with lift'ning ravifh'd, could not find 
His hour of fpeech, a minute; he, my Lady,. 
Hath into monftrous habits put the graces , 

That once were his, and is become as black . 
As if befmear'd in helL Sit; you (hall hear 
(fFhis was his-gentleman in truft) of him 
Things t<x ftrike honour £ad~ Bid him recount c 
*Hie fore-recited practices;-, whereof: 
We cannot feel .too little, hear too much.* 

WoL Stand forth, and with bold fpirit relate, what youy, 
Mod like a careful fubjed, have colk&ed 
Gut of the Duke of Buckingham.. 

King. Speak freely. . 

Surv. Firft,.ife was ufual with him, -ev'ry dayy 
It would infedt his fpeech, that if the King 
Should without iffue die, he'd carry it fo 
To make the fceptre his. Thefe very words » 

A 3 ; ' \Jl^ 

m JSetefitr, for accomplijbmcnts. 
tDifpts'd, for placed, fttuate. 
UVrms, Jor babUs} .which he aitesvrod* c&\» tnon^rw^ *V\v 
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I've heard him utter to his fon- in-law, 

Lord Aberga'nny ; to whom by oath he menae'd 

Revenge upon the Cardinal. 

WoU Pleafe your Highnefs, note 
His dangerous conception in this point : 
Not friended by his wiih to your high perfon: 
His will is mod malignant, and it ftretches. 
Beyond you to your friends. 

Queen. My learn'd Lord Cardinal, 
Deliver all with charity. 

King. Speak on. 
How grounded he his title to the crown 
Upon our fail? to this point haft thou heard hita 
At any time fpeak aught? 

Surv. He was brought to this, 
By a vain prophecy of Nicholas Hopkins. 

King. What was that Hopkins? 

Surv. Sir, a Chartreux friar, 
His confefTor, who fed him ev'ry minute 
With words of lov'reignty. 

King. How know'fl thou this? 

Surv. Not long before your Highnefs fped to France* 
The Duke being at the Rofe, within the pariffc 
St. Lawrence Poultney, did of me demand 
What wa6 the fpeech among the Londoners 
Concerning the French journey ? I repfy'd, 
Men fear'd the French would prove perfidious* 
To the King's danger : prefently the Duke 
Said, 'twas the fear, indeed ; and that he doubtedi 
'Twould prove the verity of certain words 
Spoke by a holy monk ; that oft, fays he, 
Hath fent to me* wifhing me to permit 
John de la Court, my chaplain, a choice hour 
To hear from him a matter of fome moment:. 
Who after under the confeflion's feal 
He folemnly had fworn, that what hefpoke 
My chaplain, to no creature living, but 
To me, mould utter; with confidence demure, 
Thus paufingly enfu'd ;— Neither the King nor's heir* 
(Tell you the Duke) mail profper; bid him drive 
Tb gain the love o* tV commonalty $ the Duke 
SbaJl govern England*' 
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Queen* If I know you well* 
You were the Duke's fur veyor, and loft your office 
On the complaint o' th' tenants : take good heed, 
You charge not in your -fpleen a noble p erf on, 
And fpoil your nobler foul ; I fay, take heed ; 
Yes, heartily I befeech you. 

King, Let him on. 
Go forward. 

Suru. On my foul, 1*U fpeak but truth, 
I told my Lord the Duke, by th' devil's illufrons. 
The monk might be deceiv'd ; and that 'twas dang'rous; 
For him to ruminate on this, until 
It forg'd him forae defign $ which, being believed,, 
It was much like to do. He anfwer'd, Turn, 
It can do me no damage: adding further, 
That had the King in his laft ficknefs fail'd, 
The Cardinal's and Sir Thomas Lovell's heads 
Should have gone off. 

King. Ha! what fo rank? ah ha— 
There's mlfchief in this man. Canil thou fay further I 

Surv. I can, my Liege* 

King*. Proceed. 

Surv. Being at Greenwich* 
After your Highnefs had reprov'd the Duke 
About Sir William Blomer 

King. I remember 
Of fuch a time, he being my fworn fervant, 
The Duke re^ain'd him his. But on; what hence? 

• Surv. If, quoth he, I for this had been committed* 
To the Tower, as 1 thought ; I would have play 'd 
The part my father meant to ac\upon 
Th' ufurper Richard, who, being at Salifbury, 
Made fult to come in's prefence; which if granted* 
(As he made femblance of his duty, )> he would 
Have put his. knife into him. 

King. A giant-traitor!. 

Wol. Now, Madam, may his Highnefs live in freedom, 
And this man out of prifon ? 

Queen. God mend all! 

King, There's fomethipg more would out of thee; 
what fay'ft? 

Sitru. After the Duke his father with the knife, 

1 
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He ftretch'd him, and with one hand on bis* dagger, 
Another fpread on's breaft, mounting his eyes, 
He did difcharge a horrible oath, whofe tenor 
Was, were he evil-us'd, he would outgo 
His father, by as muchas a performance 
Does an irrefolute * purpofe; 
King. There's his period, 
To (heath his knife in us; he is attach'd^ 
Gall him to preibit trial. If. he may 
Find mercy in: the law, 'tis his; if none, 
Let him not feek'tof us: by day and night, 
He's traitor to the height- [Extmti. 

SCENE VI. Ah apartment in the palace. 

Enter Lord Chamberlain, and Lord Sands* 

Cham. Mt poffible the fpells* of France mould juggle 
Men into fuch ftrange mockeriesi. 

Sands. New ouftoms, 
Though they be never fo ridiculous* 
Nay, let 'em be unmanly, yet are fbllow'di 

Cham, A 8 far as I fee, all the good our EnglifK? 
Have got by the laft voyage,* is but merely 
A fit or two a' th* face: but they are fhrewd ones.; • 
For when they hold 'em, you would fwear dire&ly 
Their very nofes had been counfellors 
To Pepin or Clotharius, they keepftatefo. 

Sands* They've all' new legs, and lame ones; one 
would take it, 
(That* never law 'em pace before,) the ipavin 
And firing-halt reign'*} among 'em* 

Cham. Death! my Lord, 
Their cloaths are after fuch a Pagan cut' too, 
That, fure, .they've worn-out Chriftendonu How now? - 
What news, Sir Thomas Lovell ? 

Enter Sir Thomas LovelL. 

Lov. 'Faith, my Lord, 
I hear of none, but the new proclamatioa > 
That's clapp'd upon .the court-gate. 
Cham. What is't for? 

» Em 
* Irrcfolute % for unperformed tun^ • 
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Lov. The reformation of our travelled gallants, 
That fill the court with quarrels, talk, and tailors. 
Cham* I'm glad 'tis there; now I would pray our 
Monfieurs 
To think an Englifh courtier may be wife, + 

And never fee the Louvre. 
Lov* They muft either 
(For fo run the conditions) " leave thofe remnants 
u Of fool and feather that they got in ^France; 
u With all their honourable points of ignorance 
u Pertaining thereunto, as fights and fire-works f 
" Abufing better men than they can be, 
u Out of a foreign wifdom ; clean renouncing 
" The faith they have in tennis, and tall (lockings, 
" Short-bolfler'd breeches, and thofe types of travel* 
" And underftand again like honeft men ;" 
Or pack to their old play-fellows: there, I take it, 
They may, cum privikgso, wear away 
The lag-end of their lewdnefs, and be laugh'd at. 

Sands,, 'Tis time to give them phyfic, their difeafea 
Are grown fo'catching. 

Chanu What a lofs our ladies 
Will have of thefe trim vanities ? 

Lov. Ay, marry* 
There will be woe indeed. Lords; the fly whorefons 
Have got a fpeeding trick to lay down ladies ; 
A French fong and a fiddle has no fellow. 
Sands. The devil fiddle 'em! I'm glad they^re going; 
. For, fure, there's no converting 'em. Now, Sirs, 
An honeil country Lord, as I am, beaten 
A long time out of play, may bring his plain fong* 
And have an hour of hearing, and, by'r Lady, 
Held current mufic too. 

Cham. Well faid. Lord Sands; 
Your colt's tooth is not call yet ? 

Sands.^ No, my Lord, 
Nor fhall not, while I have a flump* 

Cham. Sir Thomas, 
Whither are you going? 

Lov. To the Cardinal's; 
Your Lordfhip is a gueft too. 
Gbw* O, 'tis true; 
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This night he makes a Tapper, and a great one, 
To many Lords and Ladies ; there will be 
The beauty of this kingdom, I'll allure you. 

Lov. That churchman bears a bounteous mind indeed; 
A hand as fruitful as the land that feeds us, 
His dew falls ev'ry where. 

Cham. No doubt he's noble; 
He bad a black mouth that laid other of him. 

Sands. He may, my Lord, h'as wherewithal: in him 
Sparing would (hew a* worfe fin than ill doctrine. 
Men of his way mould be moil liberal, 
They're fet here for examples. 

Cham. True, they are fo j 
But few now give fo great ones. My barge flays-; 
Your Lordftiip (hall along: come, good Sir Thomas* 
We (hall be late elfe, which I would not be, 
For^I* was fpoke to,. with Sir Henry Guilford* • 
This nfght to be comptrollers: 

Sands. I'm your Lordmip's. ^Exeunt 

SCENE VII. Changes to Tork-houfe. 

Hautboys, A fmall table under a Jlate for the Cardinal,- 
a longer table for the guejlr. Then enter Anne BuIItn, 
and divers other ladies and gentlewomen, arguejls, at ou 
ddor; at another door y enter Sir Henry Guilford. 

Guil. Ladies, a gen'ral welcome from his Grace 
Salutes you all: this night he dedicates 
To fair content and you : none here, he hopes, 
In all this noble bevy, has brought with her 
One care abroad: he would have all as merry, 
As, firft, good company, then good wine, good welcome* 
Can make good people. 

Enter Lord Chamberlain^ Lord Sands , and Lovelh 

O my Lord, y'aretardyr 

The very thoughts of this fair company 

Clapped wings to me; 

Cham* You're young, Sir Harry Guilford. 

Sands. Sir Thomas Lovell, had the Cardinal 
But half my lay thoughts in him, fome of thefe 
Should find a running banquet ere they reded, 
J think would better pleafe 'em; by my life, 

TSey 
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They are a fweet fociety of fair-ones. 

Lov. that your Lordfhip .were but ,now confefTor 
To one or two of thefe ! 

Sands. I would I were ; 
They mould find eafy penance. 

Lov. 'Faith, how eafy ? 

Sands. As eafy as a down-bed would afford it. 

Cham. Sweet Ladies, will it pleafe you fit ? Sir Hansy* 
Place you that fide, I'll take the .charge of this: 
His Grace is ent'ring: nay, you muft not freeze; 
Two women plac'd together, make cold weather : 
My Lord Sands, you are one will keep 'em waking; 
fray fit between thefe ladies. 

Sands. By my faith, 
And thank your Lordfhip. By your leave, fweet Ladies^ 
If I chance to talk a little- wild, forgive me; 
1 had it from my father. 

Anne. Was he mad, Sir? ' 

Sands. O, very mad, exceeding mad, in love too.; 
But he would bite none; juft as I do now, 
He'd kifs you twenty with a breath. 

Cham. Well faid, my Lord : 
So now y 'are fairly feat ed ; Gentlemen, 
The penance lies on you, if thefe fair ladies 
Pafs away frowning. 

Sands. For my little cue, 
Let me alone. 

Hautboys. Enter Cardinal Wolfey % and tales hisjlate. 

Wol. Y'are welcome, my fair guefts ; that noble lady, 
Or gentleman, that is not freely merry, 
Is not my friend. This to confirm my welcome, 
And to you all good health. [Drinis* 

Sands. Your Grace is noble: 
Let me have fuch a bowl may hold my thanks, 
And fave me fo much talking. 

Wol. My Lord Sands, 
I am beholden to you ; cheer your neighbour: 
Ladies, you are not merry ; Gentlemen, 
Whofe fault is this? 
, Sands. The red wine firft muft rife 
In their fair cheeks, my Lord, then we fhall have em* 

T*lk 
«V : : • 
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Talk us to (Hence. 

Anne. You're a merry gamefter, 
My Lord Sands. 

Sands. Yes, if I may make my play: 
Here's to your Lady (hip, and pledge it, Madam: ^ 
For 'tis to fuch a thing 

Ann/. You cannot mew me. 

Sands. I told your Grace that they would talk anon. 
[Drum and trumpets, chambers difchargci* 

Wol What's that? 

Cham. Look out there, fome of ye. 

Wol. What warlike voice, 
And to what end is this? Nay, Ladies, fear not; 
By all the laws of war y'are privileged. 

Enter a Servant. 

Cham. How now, what is't ? 

Sero. A noble troop of ftrangers, 
For fo they feem, have left their barge v and landed; 
And hither make, as great ambaffadors 
From foreign princes. 

Wol. Good Lord Chamberlain, 
Go, give 'em welcome; you can fpeak the French 

tongue ; 
And, pray, receive 'em nobly, and conduct 'em ' 

Into our prefence, where this heav'n of beauty 
Shall mine at full upon them. Some attend him. 

\_Allarife, and tables removed* 
You've now, a broken banquet, but we'll mend it. 
A good digeftion to you all ; and, once more, 
I mower a welcome on ye : welcome all. 

Hautboys. Enter King, and others as mq/kers 9 habited lih 
Jbepherds, ujher*d by the Lord Chamberlain. fThcy pafs 
diredly before the Cardinal, and gracefully fdlute him. 

A noble company ! what are their pleafures ? 

Cham % Bccaufe they fpeak no Englifh, thus they pray'd 
To tell your Grace, that having heard by fame / 
Of this fo noble and fo fair afiembly, 
This night to meet here, they could do no Iefs, 
Out of the great refpe& they bear to beauty, 
But leave their flocks, and under your fair conduct 

Crave 
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Crave leave to view thefe Ladies, and entreat 
An hour of revels with 'em. 

Wol. Say, Lord Chamberlain, 
They've done my poor Jioufe grace : for which I pay *cm 
A thoufand thanks, and pray 'em, take their pleafures. 
[Chufe Ladies, King takes Anne Buikn. 

King. The faircft hand I ever touched 1 Beauty, 
Till now I never knew thee. [Mtjfic. Dance* 

WoL Good my Lord.—— 

Cham. Your Grace? 

WoL Pray tell 'em thus much as from me: 
There mould be one amongft 'em by his perfoa 
More worthy this place than myfelf, to whom, 
If I but knew him, with my love and duty 
I would furrender k. {Whifper* 

Cham. I will, my Lord. 

WoL What fay they? 

Cham. Such a one, they all confefc, 
There is indeed $ which they would have your Grate 
Find out, and he will take it. 

WoL Let me fee then : 
By all your good leaves, Gentlemen, here 111 make 
My royal choice. 

King. You've found him, Cardinal. 
^Tou hold a fair aflembly : you do well, Lord. 
You are a churchman, or, I'll tell you, Cardinal* 
I mould judge you unhappily. 

WoL I'm glad 
Your Grace is grown fo pleafant. 

King. My Lord Chamberlain, 
Pr'ythee, come hither; what fair lady's that? 

Cham. An't pleafe your Grace, Sir Thomas Bullen's 
daughter, 
(The Vifcount Rochford,) one of her Highnefs' women. 

King. By heav'n, (he's a dainty one. Sweetheart, 
I were unmannerly to take you out, [To Anne Bulkn* 
And not to kifs you. A health, Gentlemen; 
Let it go round. 

4 Wed. Sir Thomas Lovell, is the banquet ready 
I' th' privy chamber ? 

Lov. Yes, my Lord. 
Vol. V. Bb WoL 
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Wol. Your Grace, 
I fear, with dancing is a little heated. 

King. I fear too much. 

Wol. There's freftier air, my Lord, 
In the next chamber. 

King. Lead in your ladies every one. Sweet partner, 
I mull not yet forfake you j let's be merry. 
Good my Lord Cardinal, I have half a dozen healths 
To drink to tnefe fair ladies, and a meafure 
To lead 'cm once again ; and then let's dream 
^Vho's bed in favour. Let the mufic knock it. 

[Exeunt with trumfctf. 

ACT II. SCENE L 
AJirett. 

Enter two Gentlemen atfeveraf door$. 

1 Gen. Whither away fo faft ? 

2 Gen. O Sir, God fave ye: 

Ev'n Jo the hall, to hear what (hall become 
jOf the great Duke of Buckingham. 

1 Gen. I'll fave you 

That labour, jSir. All's now done, but the peremooy • 
,Of bringing back the pris'ner. 

2 Gen. Were you there ? 

1 Gen. Yes indeed was I. 

2 Gen. Pray, fpeak, what has happen 'd? 

1 Gen. You may guefs quickly w^at. 

2 Gen. Is he found guilty I 

1 Gen. Yes, truly is he, and condemn'd upoo^t. 

2 Gen. I'm forry fort. 

1 Gen. So arc a number more. 

2 Gen- But, pray, how pafs'd it ? 

l Gen. 1% tell you in a little. The great Duke 
Came to the bar; where, to his accufationB, 
He pleaded ftill Not guilty ; and alledg'd 
Many fhjarp reafpns to defeat the law. 
The King's Attorney, on the contrary, 
Urg'd on examinations, proofs, confeffions 
Of divers witneffes, whicfy the Duke deHr'4 
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"IVhave brought v*W vo<r* to his face. 

At which appearM againft him his Surveyor, • ••••-■* 

Sir Gilbert Pecke his Chancellor, and John Court 

Confeflbr^to him, with that devil-monk 

Hopkins, that made this mifchiefl 

2 Gen. That was he 
That fed him wit t his prophecies. 

1 Gen. The feme. • 
All thefe accus'd him ftronglyj which he fain 
Would have flung from him ; tut indeed he could not V 
And fo his Peers upon this evidence 

Have found him guilty of high treafon. Much' 
He fpoke, and learnedly for fife ; but all 
Was either pitied in him, or forgotten. 

2 Gen. After all this, how did he bear himfelf? 

i Gen: When he was brought again to th' bar, to hea* 
His knell rung out, his judgment he was ftirr'd 
"With fuch a» agony*, ke fweat extremely ; 
And fomething fpoke in choler, ill and hafty ; 
But he fell to himfelf again, and fweetly 
In all the reft (hew'd a moft noble patience* 

2 Gen. I do not think he fears death. 

\ Gen. Sure he does not, 
1 He never was fo womanim ; the caufe 

|[e may a little grieve at. 
i 2 Geri.i Certainlyr 
\ The Cardinal is the end of thisi 

i Gen. 'Tis likely, 
By all conjectures : firft, Kildare's attainder, 1 
Then Deputy of Ireland; who remov'd, 
Earl Surrey was fent thither, and in haftetooy 
Left he (fcould help his father. 

2 Gen. That trick of (late 
Was a deep, envious one. 

1 Gen. At his return, 

No doubt, he will requite it; this is noted; 
And, gen -rally, whoever the King favours, 
The Cardinal inftantly will find employment for, 
And far enough from court too. 

2 Gen. All the commons 

Hate him pernicioufly ; and, o* my conscience; 
Wifh bjru ten fathom deep : this Duke as much 

Bb2 TV^ 
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They love and doat on, call him bounteous Buckingham, 
The mirror of aU courtefy. 

SCENE -1L 

Enter Buckingham from htr arraignment, (itpftaves iefort 
him, the an with the edge towards him, haJberts on each 
fide,) accompanied with Sir Thomas Lovell, Sir Nicholas: 
Vaux, Sir IVU&am Sands* and common people, tstc. 

1 Gen, Stay there, Sir, 

And fee the noble ruin'd man yotfrfpeak of. 

2 Gen. Let's ftand dole, and behold him* 
Buck. All good people, 

You that thus far have come to pky me, 

Hear what I fey, and then go home, and Iofe me* 

1 have this day received a traitor's judgment, 

And by that name muft die ; yet, HeaVn bear witnefi* 

And if I have a coiifcience, let it fink me 

Even as th' ax falls, if I be not faithful. 

To th' lawj J bear no malice for my death* 

'T has done, upon the premifes, but juftice. 

But thofe that fought it, I could wim more ChriftiaBt* 

Be what they will, I heartily forgive 'em ; 

Yet let 'em look they glory not in mifchief, % 

Nor buiM i heir evils on the graves of great men; 

For then a. / guiltlefs blood muft cry againfb 'em* 

For further life in this world I ne'er hope, 

Nor will I fue, although the King have mercies 

More than I dare make faults. You few that lov'd me* 

And dare be bold to weep for Buckingham, 

His noble friends and fellows, whom to leave 

Is only bitter to him, only dying ; 

Go with me, like good angels, to my endt 

And as the long divorce of fteel falls on me, 

Make of your prayers one fweet facrifice, 

And lift my foul to heav'n. Lead on, o'God's name, 

Lov. I do befeech your Grace for charity, 
If ever any malice in your heart 
Were hid againft me, now forgive me frankly. 
Buck. Sir Thomas LrfmYL, 1 ** fet***^* i^> 
As I would be forgiven, \ £or£v** «&. 
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There cannot be thofe numberlefs offences 
'Gainft me, I can't take peace with: no black envyv 
Shall mark my grave. — Commend me to his Grace : 
And, if he fpeak of Buckingham, pray tell him, 
You met him half in hcayen : my vows and pray'rs 
Yet are the King's; and, till my foulforfake me, 
Shall cry for bleffings on him. May he live> 
Longer than I have time to tell his years!: 
Ever belov'd and loving may his rule be ! 
And when old time mail lead him to his end*' 
Goodnefs and he fill up one. monument! 

Lov. To th' water-fide I muft conduct your Grace,, 
.Then give my charge up to Sir Nicholas Vaux, 
Who undertakes- you to. your end.i 

Faux. Prepare there, 
The Duke is coming: fee the barge be ready;. 
And fit it with fuch furniture as fuits 
The greatnefs of his perfon* 

Buck*. Nay, Sir Nicholas, 
Let it' alone ; my ftate now will but mock m 
When I came hither* I was Lord High Conf ble, 
And Duke of Buckingham; now poor Edward Bohun. 
Yet I am richer than my bafe accufers, 
That never knew what truth meant. I now fe?l it; 
^And with that blood will make 'em one day g t **an for't.* 
My noble father, Henry of Buckingham, 
Who firft rais'd head againft ufurping Richai J, 
Elying for fuccour. to his fervant Banifter, 
Being diftrefs'dv was by that wretch betray'd,- 
And without trial fell; God's peace be with him!. 
Henry the Sev'nth fucceeding, truly pitying; 
My father's lofs, like a mo ft royal prince 
Reftor'd to me my honours ; and, from ruins, 
Made my name once more noble. Now his fon y 
Henry the Eighth, life, honour, name, and all 
That made me happy, at one ftroke has taken 
Eor ever from the world. I had my .trial, 
And muft needs fay, a noble one; which makes me \ 
A little .happier than my wretched tfather. 
Yet thus far we are one in fortune, both 
Bell by our iervants, by thofe, men vjeAoN' &\ 
A-molt unnatural and faithkfe fervVc^l 
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Heav'n has an end in all: yet, you -that hear me, 
This from a dying man receive as certain: 
Where you are lib'ral of your lores and coonfels, 
Be fure you Be not loofe ; thofe you make friends,, 
And give your hearts to, when they once perceive 
The lead rub in your forturfes, fait away 
Like water from ye, never found again, 
But where they mean to fink ye. All good -people^ 
Pray for me! I mail leave ye; the laft hour 
Of my long weary life is come upon me- 
Farewell; and when you would fay fbrnething fad, 
Speak, how I fell. — I've done; and: God forgive me I" 

[Exeunt Buckingham and train* 

1 Gen* O, this is full of pky ; Sir, it calls, 
I fear, too many curfes on their heads 

That were the authors. 

2 Gen. If the Duke be guiltlefs, 

*Ti8 full of woe : yet 1 can give you inkling 
Of an enfuing evil, if it fall, . 
Greater than this. 

1 Gen. Good angels keep it from mt 

What may it be ? you do not doubt my faith, Sir* 

2 Gen. This fecret is fo Weighty, 'twilL require 
A ftrong faith to. conceal it. 

1 Gen. Let me have k ; 
I do not talk much. 

2 Gen. 1 am confident ' r 

Yqu (hall, Sir. Did you not of late days hear 
A buzzing of a reparation 
Between the King and Catherine-? 

1 Gen . Yes ; but it held not ; 

For when the King once heard it, out of anger 
He fent command to the Lord Mayor ftrait 
To ftop the rumour, and allay thofe tongues; 
That durft difperfe it. 

2 Gen. But that flander, Sir, 

Js found a truth now; for it grows again 
Frefher than e'er it was ; and held for certain, 
The-King will venture at it. Either the Cardinal, 
Or fome about him near, have (out of malice 
To the good Queen) poflefs'd him with a fcruple 
That w2l undoher i ta coufinn, this too* 

Cardinal 
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Cardinal Campeius is arriv'd, and lately,. 
As all think, for this bufinefs. 

1 Gen. Ti& the Cardinal; 

And merely to revenge him on the Emperor, 

For not bellowing ©fl him, at hi&alking, 

Th' archbimopricLof Toledo, this is purpos'd. 

2 Gen. I think you've hit. the mark.; but is't not cruel*. 
That (he mould feel the fmart of this? the CardinaL 
Will have his will, and (he muft fall.. 

1 Gen* 'Tis wofuL 
We are too open here to argue this-. 
Let's think in private more* [Exeunt*. 

SCENE'. 111. An anticbamher in the palace. 
Enter Lord Chamberlain reading a letter. 

jS/LT Lord r the borfes your Lordfbip fent for, with all 
the care I had, I Jaw well choftn, ridden, and furnijh V/- 
TThey were young and handfpme, and of the bejl breed in the 
north. When they were ready tofei out for London, a man 
of my Lord Cardinal's,, by comrni/Jion and main power took 
y em from me,, with this reafon. His majler would beferv'd^ 
before a fubjetl,, if not before the King; which flopp* d % our 
mouths, Sir. 

I fear he will indeed-*- well, let him have them ;, 
He will have all, 1 think* 

Enter to the Lord Cbamberlain % the Dukes of Norfolk and 

Sufolk. 

Nor. Well met, my Lord Chamberlain. 

Cham. Good day to both your Graces. 

Suf. How is the King employ'd? 

Cham. I left him private, 
Full of fad thoughts and troubles. 

Nor. What's the caufe? 

Cham. It feems the marriage with his brother's wife 
Has crept too near his conference. 

Suf. No ; his confeience 
Has crept top near another lady* 

Nor. Tisfo. 
This is the Cardinal's doing, the King-Cardinal. 
That blind pried, like the eideft fon of ForUme^ 
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Turns what he lifts. The King will know him one dayv< 

Siif. Pray God he do ! he*ll never know himfelf elfe. 

Nor. How holily he works in all his bufinefs, 
And with what zeal ! for now he has crack'd the league 
*Tween us and the Emperor, the Queen's great nephew,, 
He dives into the King's foul, and there fcatters 
Doubts, dangers, wringing of the confcience, 
Fears, anddefpair, and all thefe for his marriage;, 
And out of all thefe, to reftore the* King, . 
He counfeis a divorce ; a lofs of her, 
That, like a jewel, ha* hung twenty years. 
About his neck, yet never loft her luftre ; . 
Of her that loves him with that excellence, 
That angels love good men with; even of her 
That, when the greateft ftroke of. fortune falls,. 
Will blefs the King: and is not this courfe pious? 

Chains Heav'n keep me from fuch counfel! 'tis raoit*. 
true, 
Thefe news are ev'ry where; ev?ry tongue fpeaks 'em,. 
And ev'ry true heart weeps for't. All that dare 
Look into thefe affairs, fee his main end, 
The French King's fifter. Heav'n will one day open 
The King's eyes, that fo long have flept upon 
This bold, bad man. 

Suf. And free; us from his flavery. 

Nor. We had need pray, and heartily, for deliv'ranccf; 
Or this imperious man will work us all 
From princes into pages ; all mens' honours 
Lie like one lump before him, to be fafhion'd- 
Into what pinch he pleafe. 

Suf. For me,, my Lords, 
I love him not, nor fear him, there's my creed* 
As I am made without him, fo I'll ftand, 
If the King pjeafe: his curfes and his bleflings- 
Touch me alike; they're breath I not believe in*. 
1 knew himj and I know him ; fo I leave him. 
To him that made him proud, the. Pope. 

Nor. Let's in; 
And with fome other bufinefs put the King 
From thefe fad thoughts, that work too much upon him» 
My Lord* you'll bear us company ? 

Cham* Excufe me. 

The- 
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The King hath fentme other- where; befidea, 
You'll find a mod unit time to difturb him. 
Health to your Lordfhips. [Exit Lord Chamberlain. 

Nor* Thanks, my good Lord Chamberlain* 

SCENE IV. 

The fcene drattUy anddifcovers the King fitting and reading 
penfively. 

Suf. How fad he looks! Aire he is much affii&ed; 

King. Who's there? ha! 

Nor. Pray God he be not angry. 

King. Who's there, I fay ? how dare you thruft your* 
Into my private meditations? £(elve» 

Who am I? ha! 

Nor. A gracious. King, that pardons all offences 
Malice ne'er meant: our breach of duty, this way* 
I* bufinefs of eftate, in which we come * 
To know your royal pleasure. 

tQng. Ye are too bold. 
Go to; 111 make ye know your tunes of buimefe. 
Is this an hour for temporal affairs ? ha I 

Enter Pfolfe^ and C (impetus the Pope's Legate t with * 
commiffion. 

Who's there? My good Lord Cardinal? Q my Wolfey^ 
The quiet of my wounded confeience ! 
Thou art a cure fit for a King. — You're welcome,. 
Moft learned Rev'rend Sir, into our kingdom ; 

[To Campeius* 
Ufe us, and it: my good Lord, have great care 
\ be not found a talker . 

WoL Sir, you cannot*. 
I would, you* Grace would give us but an hour 
Of private conf 'rence. 

Kwg. We are bufy, go. [To Norfolk and Sujfblk. 

Nor. Thisprieft has no pride in him ? 

Sufi. Not to fpeak of. 
I would not be fo lick though, for his place. 
But this cannot continue. 
. AfrtvK it do, 

I2\L 
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I'll venture one heave at him. 

Suf. I another. [Exeunt Norfolk and Suffolk. . 

WoL Your Grace has given a precedent of wifdonv 
Above all princes, in committing freely 
Your Tcruplt to the voice of Chriftendom. • 

Who can be angry now? what envy reach you? 
The Spaniard, ty'd by blood and favour to her,. 
Mud now confeis, if they have any goodnefe*. 
The trial- juil and noble. All the clerks, 
I mean the learned ones, in Chriilian kingdoms, 
Have their free voices. Rome, the nurfe of judgment'/ 
Invited by your noble felf, hath fent 
One general tongue unto us, this good man, 
This juft and learned* prieft, Cardinal Campeius; 
Whom once more 1 prefent unto your Highnefs* 

King. And once more in mine arms I bid him. welcome*? 
And thank the holy conclave for their loves; 
They've fent me fuch a man I would have wifiVd for. 

Cam. Your Grace muft needs deferve all ftrangers* loves? 
You are fo noble : to your Highnefs* hand- 
I tender my commiffion ; by whofe virtue^ 
The court of Rome commanding,) you, my Lord 
Cardinal of York, are jbin-d with me, their fervant, 
In the impartial- judging of this bufinefs. 

King. Two equal men : the Queen fliall be acquainted* 
Forthwith for what you come, v^here's Gardiner? 

WpU I know your Majefty has always lov'd her 
So dear in heart, not to deny her what 
A woman of lefs place might alk by law, 
Scholars allowed freely to argue for her. 

King. Ay r and the bell (he (hall have ; and my favour 
To him that does beft, God forbid elfe. Cardinal, 
Pr'ythee, call Gardiner to me, my new fecretary ;. 
I find him a fit fellow. 

Enter Gardiner: 

WoV. Give me your hand ; much joy and favour to you; 
You are the King's now. 

Gard. But to be commanded 
For ever by ydur Grace* whofe hand has rais'd me. 

King. Come hither, Gardiner. [Walks and*vhifp4rs± s 

Cam. My Lord of York, was not one Dodor Pa«<gfe 
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lis man's place before him? 
r oL Yes, he was. 

im* Was he no^ held a learned man ? 
r oL Yes, furely. 

*p. Believe me, there's an ill opinion fpread then 
i of yaurfelf, Lord Cardinal. 
r oL How! of me? 

zm. They will not ftick to fay, you envy'd him ; 
fearing he would rife, he was fo virtuous, 
t him a foreign man ftill : which fo griev'd him, 
t he ran mad and dy'd. 
r ol. HeavVs peace -be with him I 
:'s Chriftian care enough: for living murinurers, 
re's places »of rebuke. He was a fool, ; 

he would needs be virtuous. That good fellow, 
command him, follows my appointment ; 
1 have none fo near elfe. Learn this, brother, 
live not to be grip'd by meaner perfons. 
lng. Deliver this with mpdeny to th' Queen, 

[Exit Gardiner. 
moil convenient place that I can think of . 
fueh receipt of learning, is Black-friers: 
re ye (hall meet about this weighty bufineffc 
Wolfey., fee it . furniuYd. O my Lord, 1 

aid it not grieve an able man to leave ' 

weet a bed-fellow? but, conference, conscience!— 
tie a tender place, and I mud leave her. [Exeunt. 

ENE V. An antechamber of the §)ueetf& apartment* 

Enter Anne Bullen, and an Old Lady, 

f nne. Not for that neither Here's the pang that 

pinchesi 
Highnefs having liv'd fo long with her, and (lie 
^ood a lady, that no tongue could ever 
lounee difhonour of her ; by my life, 
never knew harm-doing : oh, now after 
nany courfes of the fun, enthron'd, 
growing in a majefty and pomp, 
which to leave's a thoufand-fold more bitter 
n fweet at firil t' acquire; after this procefs, 
jive her the avaunt ! it is a pitv 

1 
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Would move a monitor. 

Old L. Hearts of raoft hard temper 
Melt and lament for her. 

Anne. In God's will, better 
She ne'er had known pomp; thomgh't be temporal, 
Yet if that quarrel, -Fortune, do divorce 
It from the bearer, 'tis a fuff 'ranee panging 
As foul and body's fev'ring. 

Old L. Ah ! poor lady, 
She's ftranger now again. 

Anne, So much the more 
Muft pity drop upon her; verily, 
I fwear, 'tis better to be lowly born, 
And ftrange wkh humble livers in content* 
Than to be perk'd up in a glift'ring grief, 
And wear a golden forrow. 

Old L. Our content 
Is our beft having. 

Anne. By my troth and maidenhead, 
I would not be a Queen. 

Old L. Befhrcw me I would, 
And venture maidenhead for't ; and fo would you, 
For all this fpice of your hypocrify.- 
You that have fo fair parts of woman on you* 
Have too a woman's heart ; which ever yet 
Affe&ed eminence, wealth, fovereignty; 
Which, to fay footh, are bleffings; and which gifts 
(Saving your mincing) the capacity 
Of your foft cheveril confeience would receive, 
If you might pleafe to ftretch it. 

Anne. Nay, good troth—— 

Old L. Yes, troth and troth : you would not be a Queen? 

Anne. No, not for all the riches under heav'n. 

Old L. 'Tis ftrange ; a three-pence bowM would hire \ 
Old as I am, to queen it. But I pray you, [me, \ 

What think you of a Dut chefs? have you limbs \ 

To bear that load of title? ■ 

Anne. No, in truth. J 

Old L. Then you are weakly made': pluck off a little: 1 
I would not be a young Count in your way, | 

For more than blufliing comes to : if your back 
Cannot vouchfafe this burden, 'tis too weak 

Ever 
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Ever to get ahoy. 

Anne. How do you talk ! 
I fwear again, 1 would not be a Queea 
For all the world. 

Old L. In faith, for little England 
You'd venture an emballing: 1 myfelf 
Would for Carnarvonfhire, though there belong'4 
No more to th* crown but that. Lo, who comes here ? 

Enter Lord Chamberlain* 

Cham. Good-morrow, Ladies; what were't worth to 
The fecret of your conference ? £knoV 

Anne. My good Lord, 
Not your demand; it values not your aiking* 
Our miftrefs' forrows we were pitying. ' 

Cham. It was a gentle bufinefs, and becoming 
The action of good women ; there is hope 
All will be well. 

Anne. Now I pray God, Amen ! 

Cham. You bear a gentle mind, and heav'nly bleifing* 
Follow iuch creatures. That you may, fair Lady, 
"Perceive I fpeak fincerely, and high note is 
Ta*en of your many virtues, the King's Majefty 
Commends his good opinion to you, and 
Does purpofe honour to you no kfs flowing 
Than Marchionefs of Pembroke ; to which title 
A thoufand pounds a-year, annual fupport, 
Out of his grace he adds. 

Anne. I do not know 
What kind of my obedience I mould tender: 
More than my all, which is nothing ; for my prayers 
Are not words duly hallowed, nor my wifhes 
More worth than vanities; yet pray'rs and wimes 
Are all I can return. 'Befeech your Lordmip, 
Vouchfafe to fpeak my thanks and my obedience* 
As from a bluming handmaid to his Highnefjj; 
Whofe health and royalty I pray for. 

Cham. Lady, 
I mall not fail t' approve the fair conceit 
The King hath of you.— Fve perus'd her well; 
Beauty and honour in her are fo miiigta^ \A£«U» 

That they have caught the King; aj\& \*\io\yfcom^*X.> 

Vol. V. C c "W*. 
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But from this lady may proceed a gem, 

To lighten all this ifle— I'll to the King, 

And fay, I fpoke with yon. [Exit Lord Chamberlain. 

Anne. My honoured Lord. 

Old L. Why, this it is: fee, feel 
1 have been begging fixteen years in court* 

iAm yet a courtier beggarly,) nor could 
!ome pat betwixt too early and too late, 
For any fuit of pounds: and you, oh fate! 
(A very frefh fifh here ; fie, fie upon 
This compell'd fortune,) have your mouth filPd up. 
Before you open it. 

Anne . This is ftrange to me. 

Old L. Howtaftes it? is it bitter? forty pence, no* 
There was a lady once (tis an old ftory) 
That would not be a Queen, that would me not, 
For all the mud \tx Egypt ; have you heard it ? 

Anne. Come, you are pleafant. 

Old L. With your theme, I could 
O'ermount the lark. The Marchionefs of Pembroke! 
A thoufand pounds a-year, for pure refpecY! 
No other obligation 1 By my life, 
That promifes more thoufands: Honour's train 
Is longer than his fore-fkirt. By this time 
I know your back will bear a Dutchefs. Say, 
Are you not ftronger than you were? 

Anne. Good Lady, 
Make yourfelf mirth with your particular fancy, 
And leave me out on't. Would I had no being, 
If this falute my blood a jot ; it faints me 
To think what follows. - . 

The Queen is conjfortlefs, and we forgetful 
In our long abfence; prayv do not deliver 
What here y'ave heard to her. 

Old L. What do you think me? ' ^Exeunt. 

SCENE VI. Change* ta Blackfriars. 

Trumpets and cornets. Enter two Vergers, nxfch Jhort 
Jtlver wands; next them, two Scribes in the'^kdnts m of J 
Doftors; after them, the Bifbop of Canterbury alone; \ 
after him, the Bifhops of Lincoln, Ely, RocheJer } . 
and St. Afaph; next them 9 with feme fmdll dijlanct, 1 

follows | 



Sc. £. KING HENRY Vllfc $o% 

follows a Gentleman bearing the purfe, with the greet 
fea/, and the Cardinal's hat; then two Priefls, bearing 
each ajtlverrcro/s ; then a Gentleman-U/ber bare-headed, 
accompanied with a Searjeant at Arms, bearing a mace; 
then two Gentlemen, fearing two great Jilver pillars; 
after them, fide by fide', the two Cardinals ;. two Noble* 
men with the f word and mace. The King takes place un* 
der the cloth of flate ; the two Cardinals fit under htm 
as judges. The Queen takes place fame di fiance from the 
King, The Bi/hops place themfelves on each fide the courts 
in manner of a confiflory ; below them, the Scribes. The 
Lords fit next the Btjhops. The re/l of the Attendants 
fland its convenient order about theflage. 

Wol. Whilft our commiffion from Rome is reac% 
.Let file nee be commanded. 

King. What's the need ? 
It hath already publicly been read, 
And on all fides th' authority allow'd •;? 
You may then fpare that time.- 

Wol. Be'tfo; proceed*. 

Scribe. Say, Henry, King of England, come into the 
.court. 

Crier. Henry, King of England, Sec. 

King. Here. 

Scribe. Say, Catharine Queen of England, 
Come into the court. 

Crier. Catharine, Queen of England, &c. 

\fThe Queen makes no anfwer, rifes out of her chair,, 
goes about the court, comes to the King, and kneels 
P at his feet; then fpeaks.~\ 

' 'Queen: Sir, 1 defire you, do me right and juftice; 

And to beftow your pity on me; for # 

I am a moft poor woman, and a ftranger, 

Born out of your dominions; having here 

No judge indiff'rent, and no more aflurance 

Of equal friendfhip and proceeding. Alas, Sir, 

In what have 1 offended you ? what caufe 

Hath my behaviour giv'n to your difpleafure, 

^Tliat thus you mould proceed to put me oft. 

And take your good grace from me ? Heaven witnefs, 

I've been to you a true and humble wife, • 

' -- C C 2 &3L 
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At aft times to your wOl conformable : 

Ever in fear to kindle your diflike ; 

Yea, fubjeft to your count 'nance ; glad or forry, 

As I faw it inclined. When was the hour 

I ever contradicted your defire? 

Or made it not mine too ? which of your friends, 

Have I not ftrove to love, although I knew 

He were mine enemy? what friend of mine 

That had to him deriv'd your anger, did I 

Continue in ray liking? nay, gave not notice, 

He was from thence difcharg'd? Sir, call to mind* 

That I have been your wife, in this obedience, 

Upward of twenty years ; and have been blefs'd 

With many children by you. If in the courfe 

And procefs of this time you can report, 

And prove it too, againft mine honour aught, 

My bond of wedlock, or my love and duty, 

Againft your facred pevfon ; in God's name* 

Turn me away ; and let the foul'ft contempt 

Shut door upon me, and fo give me up 

To tb' fharpeft kind of juibice. Pleafe you, Sir* 

The King your father was reputed for 

A prince mod prudent, of an excellent 

And unmatched wit aad judgment. Ferdinand 

My father, King of Spain, was reckon *d one 

The wifefl: prince that there had reign'd, by many 

A year before. It is not to be queftion'd 

That they had gather'd a wife council to them 

Of every realm, that did debate this bufinefs, 

Who deemM our marriage lawful. Wherefore humbly* 

Sir, I befeech you, fpare me, till I may 

Be by my friends in Spain advisM; whofe counfel 

1 will implore. It not, i' th* name of God, 

Your pleafure be fulfill'd ! 

WoL You have here, Lady, 
(And of your choice,) thefe reverend fathers, men 
Of Angular integrity and learning; 
Yea, the eled o' th' land, who are afiembled 
To plead your caufe. It (hall be therefore bootkfs^ 
That longer you defer the court, as well 
For your own quiet, as to rectify 
What is unfettkd in the King., 

Gam*. 
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Cam. His Grace 
Hath fpoken well and juftly ; therefore, Madam> 
'Tis fit this toyal feffion do proceed, 
And that without delay their arguments 
Be now produc'd, and heard. 

Queen, Lord Cardinal* 
To you I fpeak. 

Wol. Your plea&re, Madam I 

Queen. Sir, 
I am about to weep ; but thinking that 
We are a Queen, or long have dream 'd fo, certain* 
The daughter of a King, my drops of tears 
I'll turn to fparks of fire. 

Wol. Be patient yet 

Queen* I will, when you. are humble; nay, before;. 
Or God will puninS me. I do believe, 
Induc'd by potent circum dances, that 
You are mine enemy, and make my challenge; 
You (hall not be my judge. For it is you 
Have blown this coal betwixt my Lord and me ; 
Which God's dew quench! therefore, I fay again^, 
1 utterly abhor, yea* from my foul 

Refufe you for my judge; whom yet once more. J 

I hold my moil malicious foe, and think not 1 

At all a friend to truth. : * 

WoL I do profefe, 
You fpeak not like yourfelf ; who ever yet 
Have flood to charity, and difplay'd th' effect* 
Of difpofition gentle, and of wifdom 
G^er-topping woman's power. Madam, you wrong mcs- 
1 have no fpleen againft you, nor injuflice 
For you, or any. How far I've proceeded,. 
Or how far further (hall, is warranted . 
By a commiffion from the confiftbry, 
Yea, the whole confifcVry of Rome. You charge me*, 
That I have blowa this coal ; I do deny it. 
The King is prefent; if't be known to him 
That 1 gainfay my deed, how may he wound*. 
And worthily, my falfehood? yea,, as. much 
As you have done my truth. • But if he knowv 
That I. am free of your report, he know3 
Lam not of your wrong. Therefore in. him?. 

Cc-i, ^ - 



ikJkLz* ' 



jot RING HKNRY VUK Aft If, 

It lies to cure me, and the cure is to 

Remove thefe thoughts from you. The which before 

His Highnefs (hall fpeak in, I do befeech 

You, gracious Madam, to unthink your fpeaking, 

And to fay fo no more. 

^ueen. My Lord, my Lord", 
I am a (imple woman, much too weak 
T* oppofe your cunning. You are meek, and humble- 

mouth'd ; 
You fign * your place and calling, in full feeming, 
With meeknefs and humility ; but your heart 
Is cramm'd with arrogancy, ff>leen, and" pride. 
You have by fortune, and his Highnefs' Favours, 
Gone (lightly o'er low ileps; and now are mounted^ 
Where pow'rs are your retainers; and your words, 
Domeftics to you, ferve your will, as't pfeafe 
Yourfelf pronounce their ofltee. 1 muft tell you , 
You tender more your perfon's honour, than 
Your high profetTion fpiritual : that again ' 

I do refufe you for my judge; and here, 
Before you all* appeal unto the Pope, 
To bring my whole caufe 'fore his Hblinefs, 
And to be judg'd by him. 

[She curtfies to the King % and offers to defarh 

Gam. The Queen is obftinate, 
Stubborn to juftice, apt t* accufe it, and ? 
IKfdainful to be try'd by*t ; 'tis not well, 
She's going away. 

King. Call her again. 

Crier. Catherine, Queen of England, come into the 
court. 

UJber. Madam, you are catt'd back. 

£>ueen. What need, you note it? pray you, keep your 
way. 
When you are call'd, return, Now the Lord help»- 
They vex me paft. my patience I — pray you, pafs on j 
1 will not tarry ; no, nor ever more 
Upon this bufinefs my appearance make t 

lq, any of theit courts. 

f Exeunt Sheen and her AttendanU* 
SCENE. 

* 8t$ri Use imfttiar*- 
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SCENE VIL 

King. Go thy ways, Kate; 
That man i* tV world who fhaH report he has* 
A better wife, let him in nought be trailed. 
For fpeaking falfe in that. Thou art alone 
(If thy rare qualities, fweet gentlenefs, 
Thy meeknefs faint-like, wife-like government, 
Obeying in commanding, and thy parts 
Sovereign and pious, could but fpeak thee out) 
The Queen of earthly Queens. She's noble-born; 
And, like her true nobility, (he has. 
Carried herfelf tow'rds me. 

WoL Moft gracious Sir, 
In humbleft manner I require your Highness, 
That it thall pleafe you to declare, in hearing 
Of all tbefe ears, (for where I*m robb'd and bound, 
There muft I be unloosfd ; although not there 
- Aton'd, and fuUy fatisfy 'd, ) if I 
Did broach this bufinefs to your Highnefs ; or 
Laid any fcruple in your way, which might 
Induce you to the queftion on't; or ever 
Have to you, but with thanks to God for fuch 
A royal lady, fpake one the leaft word, 
That might be prejudice of her prefent ftate*. 
0r touch of her good perfbn? 

King. My 'Lord Cardinal, 
I do excufe you.; yea> upon mine honour, 
I free you from't. You ace not to be taught>. 
That you have many enemies, that know not 
Why they are fo ; but, like the village-curs, 
Bark when their fellow* do,. Brv fome of thefe 
The- Queen is put in anger. Y'a»e eiccus'd. 
But wul you be more juftify'd? You ever 
Have wifh'd the fleeping of this bufinefs; never 
Defir'd it tp be ftirr'd; hut oft have bind'red 
The paffages made tow'rds it.~~On my honour* 
1 fpeak my good Lord. Cardinal to this point; 
And thus far clear him. Now, what mov'd me to'ty 
I will be bold with time and your attention : 
Then mark th* inducement. Thus it came; give heedto'c. . 

My confcience firft receiv'd a teadernefs, J 



3*o KINO HENRY Vin. A€t Ift 

Scruple, and prick, on certain fpeeches utter'd 

By th' Bifhop of Bayonne, then French Ambaflador; 

Who had been hither fent on the debating 

A marriage 'twixt the Duke of Orleans and 

Our daughter Mary : I' th' progrefs of this bufinefs^ 

Ere a determinate refolution, he 

(I mean the Bifhop) did require a refpite* 

Wherein he might the King his Lord advertife, 

Whether our daughter were legitimate, 

Refpe&ing this our marriage with the dowager, 

Sometime our brother's wife. This refpite fhook 

The bofom of my confcience, enter'd me, 

Yea, with a fplitting power; and made to tremble 

The region ofmy breaftj which forc'd fuch way,. 

That many maz'd confiderings did throng, 

And prefs'd in with this caution. Firft, methought 

1 flood not in the fmile of Heav'n, which had 

Commanded Nature, that my Lady's womb 

( If it conceiv'd a male child by me) ihould. 

Do no more offices of life to't* than: 

The grave does to. the dead; for her male ifTue- 

Or died where they were made, or fhortly after 

This world had air'd them. Hence I took: a thought,, 

This was a judgment on me, that my kingdom 

(Well worthy the beft heir o' th^ world) mould not 

fee gladded in't by me. Then follows, that 

I weigh'd the danger which my realms flood in,. 

By this my iffue's fail ; and that gave to me 

Many a groaning, throe. Thus hulling in. 

The wild fea of my confcience, I did fleer 

Towards this remedy, whereupon we are •• 

Now prefent here together ; that's to fay*, 

1 mean to re&ify my confcience, (which 

1 then did feel full tick, and yet not well,) 

By all the rev'rend fathers* of the land, 

And do&ors learn'd. Firft, I began in private 

With you, my Lord of Lincoln ; you remember,. 

How under my oppreffion. 1 did reek, 

Wheal firft mov'd you. 

Lin, Very well, my Liegev 

King. 1 have fpoke long j be pleas'd yourfelf to fay 
How far you faiisfy'd mc. 

JLim. 
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Ling. Pleafe your Highnefs, 
The queftion did at firfl fo ftagger me, 
Bearing a ftate of mighty moment m't, 
And confequence of dread, that I committed 
The daring'ft counfel which I had, to doubt; 
And did entreat your Highnefs to this courfe, 
Which you are running here. 

King. 1 then movM you, 
My Lord of Canterbury ; and got your leave 
To make this prefent fummons: unfolicited 
I left no rev* rend perfon in this court, 
But by particular confent proceeded 
Under your hands and feals. Therefore go on ; 
For no diflike i* th* world agakifl the perfon 
Of our good Queen, but the ftiarp thorny pointa 
Of my alledged reafons, drive this forward* 
Prove but our marriage lawful, by my life 
And kingly dignity, we are contented 
To wear our mortal ftate to come with her, 
(Catharine our Queen,) before the primeft creature 
That's paragon'd i* th* world. 

Cam. So pleafe your Highnefs, 
The Queen being abfent, 'tis a needful fitriefs 
That we adjourn this court to further day ; 
Mean while muft be an earneft motion 
Made to the Queen, to call back her appeal 
She intends to his Holinefs. 

King. I may perceive 
Thefe Cardinals trifle with me : I abhor^ 
The dilatory floth, and tricks of Rome. 
My learn'd and weU-beloved fervant Cranmer, 
Pr'ythee return ! with thy approach, I know, 
My comfort comes along. Break up the court. 
I fay, fet on. [Exeunt, in manner as they entered. 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 

The Queen's apartment* 

The Queen and her women, as at work, 

Qu*tn» JL AKE thy lute, wench, my foul grow* j 
fad with troubles: 
Sing, and difperfe 'em, if thou caiifl : leave workings 

SONG. 

Orpheus with his lute made trees. 

And the mountain-tops that freeze^ _ 

Bow them/elves when he did Jing. 
To mufic, plants and flowers 
Ever rofe, as fun and Jhowers 

There had made a la/ling fpring. 
Ev'ry thing that heard him play, 
Ev y n the billows of the fea 9 

Hung their heads, and then lay ly% 
In fweet mufic is fuch art, 
Killing care, and grief of hearty 

Fall qfleep, or hearing die* 

Enter a Gentleman.. 

Queen. How now? . 

Gen. An't pleafe your Grace, the two great Cardinal* 
Wait in the prefence. 

Queen. Would, they fpeak witfy me ? 

Gen. They will'd me fay fo, Madam. 

Queen. Pray their Graces 
Ta come near. What can be their buiinefs 
With me,, a poor weak woman, falPn from favour? 
I da not like: their coming. Now I think on *t, 
They mould be good men, their affairs * are righteous v 
But all hoods makejiot monks. 

Enter the Cardinals JVolfey and Campeiuu 

WoL Peace to your Highnefs ! 

Queen. Your Graces find me here part of a houfewife, 
(Lwould be all,) againft the worft may happen: 

What 

• Jfain % for ftrofeflionw 
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fhat arc your pleafures with me, Rev'rend Lords? 
WoU May't pleafe you, Noble Madam, to withdraw 
to your private chamber; we (hall give you 
*he full caufe of our coming. 

Queen. Speak it here, 
'here's nothing I have done yet, o' my confcience, 
)eferves a corner; would all other women 
?ould fpeak this with as free a foul as 1 do ! 
)/iy Lords, I care not (fo much I am happy 
Above a number). «f my actions 
Were try'd by ev'ry tongue, ev*ry eye faw'etaf 
lEnvy and bafe opinion fet againft 'em ; 
Pi know my life fo even. If your buiinefs 
"Po feek me out, and that way I am wife in, 
*Out with -it boldly : truth loves open dealing. 
1 WoU Tanta efte trga te mentis kntegrUas, Reglna Sere- 

nffima, 

> Queen. O, good my Lord, ro Latin; 
r I am not fuch a truant fince my coming, 
| As not to know the language I have hVd in. 
Arrange tongue makes my caufe more ftrange, fufpicious: 
Pray (peak in Engiifh ; here are fome will thank you, 
If you fpeak truth, for their poor miftrefs* fake. 
Believe me, me has had much wrong. Lord Cardinal, 
The willing'ft fin I ever yet committed, 
May be abfolv'd in EngKfh. 

WoU Noble Lady, 
I'm forry my integrity ihould breed 
^ And fervice to his Majefty and you) 
So deep fufpicion, where all faith was meant. 
We come not, by the way of accufation, 
To taint that honour every good tongue bleffes, 
Nor to betray you any way to forrow ; 
You have too much, ^good Lady : but to know 
How you ftand minded in the weighty difPrence 
Between the King and you ; and to deliver, 
Like free and honeft men, our juft opinions 
And comforts to yourcaufe. 

Cam. Mod hondur'd Madam, 
My Lord of York, out of his noble nature, 
Zeal and obedience he Hill bore your Grace, 
Forgetting, like a good man, your late cenfarc 
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Both of his truth and him, (which was too far,) 
Offers, as I do, in a fign of peace, 
His fervice and his counfel. 

Queen. To betray me. 
My Lords, I thank you both for your good wills ; 
Ye fpeak like honed men ; pray God ye prove fo ! 
But how to make ye fuddenly an anfwer 
In fuch a point of weight, fo near mine honour, 

iMore near my life, I fear,) with my weak wit, 
Lnd to fuch men of gravity and learning, 
In truth I know not. I was fet at work 
Among my maids ; full little, God knows, looking 
Either for fuch men, or fuch bufinefs. 
For her fake that I have been, (fori feel 
The laft fit of my greatnefs,) good your Graces, 
Let me have time and counfel for my caufe* 
Alas ! I am a woman, friendlefs, hopelefs. 

IVoL Madam, you wrong the King's* love with thofc 
Your hopes and friends are infinite. [fears* 

Queen. In England, 
But little for my profit. Can you think, Lords, 
That any Englifhman dare give me counfel ? 
Or be a known friend 'gainft his Highnefs' pleafure, 
(" Though he be grown fo defp'rate to be honeiV) 
And live a fubje& ? They, forfooth, my friends 
They that muft weigh out my affli&ions, 
They that my truft muft grow to, live not here ; 
They are, as all my comforts are, farlience, 
In my own country, Lords. 

Cam. I would your Grace 
Would leave your griefs, and take my counfel. 

Queen. How, Sir? 

Cam. Put your main caufe into the King's prote&ion : 
He's loving and moft gracious. 'Twill be much 
Both for your honour better, and your caufe : 
For if the trial of the law o'ertakc ye, 
You'll part away difgrae'd. 

Wol. He tells you rightly. 

Queen. Ye tell me what ye wifh for both, my ruin. 
Is this your Chriftian counfel? out upon ye! 
Heav'n is above all yet ; there fits a judge, 
That no King can corrupt. 

Cam* 
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Cam. Your rage miftakes us. 

Queen. .The more fhame for ye : holy men I thoughrye, 
tJpon my foul, two Rev'rend Cardinal virtues ; 
But Cardinal fins, and hollow hearts, I fear ye: 
Mend 'em for mame, my Lords. Is this your comfort f 
The cordial that ye bring a wretched lady? 
A woman loft among ye, laugh'd at, fcorn'd ? 
I will not wifh ye half my miferies, 
1 have more charity. But fay, I waro'd yef 
Take heed, take heed, for Heaven's fake, left at once 
The burden of my forrows fall upon ye* 

WoL Madam, this is a mere diftra&ion ; 
Vou turn the good we offer into envy*. 

Queen* Ye turn me into nothing. Wo upon ye* 
And all fuch falfe profeffors ! Would you have me 
{If you have any juftice, any pity, 
,c If ye be any thing but churchmens' habits,") 
fut my fick caufe into his hands that hates me? 
Alas ! h'as banifh'd me his bed already ; 
His love too, long ago. I'm old, my Lords ; 
And all the fellowship I hold now with him, 
Is only by obedience. What can happen 
To me, above this wretchednefs ? all your ftudies 
Make me a curfe, like this! 

Cam. Your fears are worfe <■■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■■ 

Queen. Have I liv'd thus long (let me fpeak myfeh* 
Since virtue finds no friends) a wife, a true one? 
A woman {I dare fay, without vain-glory) 
Never yet branded with fufpicion ? «, 

Have I, with all my full affections, 
Still met the King? lov'd him next heav'n, obey'd bimi 
Been, out of fondnefs, fuperftitious to him? 
Almoft forgot my prayers to content him ? 
And am 1 thus rewarded? 'Tis not well, Lords- 
Bring me a conftant woman to her huft>a«d, 
One that ne'er dream'd a joy beyond his pleafure; 
And to that woman, when (he has done molt, 
Yet will I add an honour ; a great patience. - 

Wol. Madam, you wander from the good we aim at* 

Queen. My Lord, I dare not make myfelf fo guilty, 
To give up willingly that noble title. 

Vol. V. D d %<** 

• Envy for tvU, 
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Your matter wed me to: nothing but death 
Shall e'er divorce my dignities. 

Wol. Pray hear me' 

Queen. 'Would I had never trod this Englifh earth* 
Or felt the flatteries that grow upon it ! 
Ye* ve angels' faces, but heav'n knows your hearts. 
^}That (hall become of me now ! wretched lady ! 
1 am the mod unhappy woman living. 
Alas! poor wenches, where are now your fortunes ? 

[7o her women,. 
tShipwreck'd upon a kingdom, where no pity, 
No friends, no hope ! no kindred weep for me ! 
Almoft no grave allow'd me! like the lily, 
That once was miftrefs.of thcfield, and flourifh'd, 
I'll hang my head, aodperim. 

Wol. if your Grace 
Could but be brought to know our ends are honeft, 
You'd feel more comfort. Why mould we, good Ladv, 
Upon what caufe, wrong you? Alas! our places, 
The way of our profeflion is againft it : 
We are to cure fuch ibrrows, not to fow 'era. 
For goodnefs' fake, confider what ye do : 
How yoji may hurt yourfelf, nay, utterly 
Grow from the King's acquaintance, by this carriage^ 
The hearts of princes kifs obedience, 
So much they love it : but to ftubborn fpirits, 
They fwell, and grow as terrible as ftorms. 
I know you have a gentle, noble temper, 
A foul as eve* as a calm ; pray think us 
Thofe we profefs, peace-makers, friends, and fervants. 

Cam, Madam, youll find it fo: you wrong your 
virtues 
With thefe weak womens' fears. A .noble fpirit, 
As yours was put into you, ever cafts 
Such doubts, as falfe coin, from it. The King loves you; 
Beware you lofe't not; for us (if you pleafe 
To truft us in your bufinefs) we are ready 
To ufe our utmoft iludies in your fervke. 

Queen, Do what you will, my Lords; And pray for- 

If J have us'd nvyfelf unmannerly. Jjpve nie» 

You know i am awotnaT\>\a.cV\iv^wjX. 

To frikc a feemly axifcwej; to fcx&wy*W&* 
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Pray do my fervice to his Majefty. 

He has my heart yet; and {hall have my prayers, 

Wliile I (hall have my life. Come, Rev'rend fathers, 

Beftow your counfels on me^ She now begs, 

That little thought, when fhe fet footing here, 

She mould have bought her dignities fo dear. [-Exeunt* 

SCENE II. 

An antichambef to the King's apartment. 

Mrttler Duke of Norfolk, Duke of Suffolk, Lord Surrey, and' 
Lord Chamberlain* 

Nor. If you will now unite in your complaints, 
And force them with a conftancy, the Cardinal 
Cannot ftandunder them. If you omit 
The offer of this time, I cannot promife, 
But that you (hall fuftain more new difgraces, 
With thofe you bear already. 

Sur. t am joyful 
f o meet the lead occafion that may give me 
Remembrance of my father-in-law, the Duke? 
to be reveng'd on him. 

Suf. WhicK'ofthe peers' 
ftave uncontemn'd gone by him, or at leaft 
Stood not neglected? when did he regard 
The damp of noblenefs in any pcrfon ; 
Got of 't himfelf ? 

Cham. My Lords, you fpeak your pleafbres. 
What he deferves of you and me, I know: 
What we can do to him, (though now the time 
Give way to us,) I much fear. If you cannot 
Bar his accefs to the King, never attempt 
Any thing on him; for he hath a witchcraft 
Over the King in's tongue. 

Nor. O, fear him not, 
His fpell in that is out * % the King hath found 
Matter againft him, that for ever mars 
The honey of his language. No, he's fettled, 
Not to come off, in his moft high difpleafure. 

Sur. I thould be glad to hear fuch. new% ?&\N\\% . 
Once every hour. 

D d 2 *** r * 



fit KING HENRY VHh Mil* 

Nor* Believe it, this is true. 
In the divorce, his contrary proceedings. 
Are aH unfolded; wherein he appears, 
As I would wifh mine enemy. 

Sur. How came 
His praftices to Kght * 

Suf Mod ftrangely. 

Sur. How? 

Suf The Cardinal's letters to the Pope mifcarrie6\ 
And came to th' eye o' th* King; wherein, was read* 
How that the Cardinal did entreat his Holinefa 
To ftay the judgment o* th' divorce; for if 
It did take place, I do, quoth he, perceive 
My King is tangled in affe&ion to 
A creature of the Queen's, Lady Anne BuHen. 

Sur. Has the King this ? 

Suf. Believe it. 

Sur. Will this work? 

Cham. The King in this perceives him, how he coaft* 
And edges his own way. But in this point 
All his tricks founder; and he brings hisphyfic 
After his patient's death ; the King already 
Hath married the fair lady. 

Sur. 'Would he had! 

Suf. May you be happy in your wifh, my Lordj; 
For I profefs you have it. 

Sur. Now all joy 
Trace the conjunction ! 

Suf. MyAmento't! 

Nor. All mens' ! 

Suf. There's orders given for her coronation t 
Marry, this is yet but young, and may be left 
To fome ears unrecounted. But, my Lords, 
She is a gallant creature, and cpmpleat 
In mind and feature. I perfuade me, from her 
Will fall fome blefiing to this land, which (hall 
In it be memoriz'd. 

Sur. But will the King 
Digeft this letter of the Cardinal's ? 
The Lord forbid! 

Nor. Marry, Amen! 

Suf. No* no ;. 

Ttiere 
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There be more wafps that buzz about his nofe, 

Will make this fling the fooner. Cardinal Campeiua 

Is ftolen away to Rome, has ta'en no leave, 

Hath left the caufe o' th' King unhandled; and- 

Is polled, as the agent of our Cardinal, 

To fecond all his plot. I do allure you. 

The King cry'd Ha! at this. 

Cham, Now God incenfe him ; 
And let him cry Ha, louder ! 

Nor. But, my Lord, 
When returns Cranmer?. 

Sttf. He is return'd with his opinions, which 
Have fatisfy'd the King for his divorce, 
Gather'd from all the famous colleges 
Almoft in Chriftendom. Shortly, i believe, 
His fecond marriage (hall be publihVd, and 
Her coronation. Catharine no more 
Shall be call'd Queen, but Princefs-dowager, > 
As widow to Prince Arthur. 

Nor. This fame Cranmer's 
A worthy fellow, and hath .ta'en much pain>> 
In the King's bufinefs. 

Suf. He has, and we fhall fee him. 
Bor it an Archbifhop. 

Nor. So I hear.. 

Suf. 'Tisfo.. 

Enter Wol/ey and Cromwel£\ 

The Cardinal— 

Nor. Obferve, obferve, he's moody. 

Wol. The packet, Cromwell, 
Gave it you the King? 

Crom. To his own hand in^s bed-chambers - 

Wol. Look'd he o' th' infide of the paper V 

Crom. Prefently 
He did unfeal them, and the firft he view'dj 
He did it with a ferious mind y a heed 
Was in his countenance. And. you he bade 
Attend him here this morning. 

Wol. Is he ready to come abroad? 

Crom. 1 think by this he is, 

W6L Lsave me a while. [Exit Cromwell? 

D d j Vc 
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It (hall be to the Dutchefe of Alanfon, i^fod 

The French King's fitter; he (hall marry her. 
Anne Bullen! no, I'll no Anne Bullens for him, 

There's more in it than a fair vifage BtiUen !— 

No, we'll no Bullens!— — fpeedily, I wifti 

To hear from Rome-~the Marehionefs of Pembroke!— 

Nor. He's difcontented. 

Suf. May be he hears the King 
Poes whet his anger to him. 

Sur. Sharp enough, 
Lord, for thy juftice! 

WoU [Jfid*.'] The late Queen'a gentlewoman! a 

Knight's daughter ! %£ 

To be her miftrefs' miftrefs! the Queen's Queen !^— 
This candle bums not clear: 'tis 1 muft fnuff it. 
Then out it goes— What though I know her WrtuotiSj 
And well deferving? yet I know her for 
A fpleeny Lutheran ; and not wholefome to 
Our caufe, that (he mould lie t* th' bofom of 
Gur hard-riil'd King. Again, there is fprung up 
An heretic, anarch* one, Granmer; one - 
Hath crawl'd into the favour of the King, 
And is his oracle. 

Nor. He's vex'd at fomething* 
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SCENE IT1. 

Enter King* reading a fcheduk; and Love!/. 

Sur. I would 'twere fomething that would fret the? 
The mafter-cord oPs heart ! [ftringj, 

Suf. The King, the King. ■■ . .. . 

King. What piles of wealth hath he accumulated 
To-his own portion ! what expence by th' hour 
Seems to flow from him! how, i' th' name of thrift,. 
Does he rake this together ! Now, my Lords, 
Saw you the Cardinal? 

Nor. My Lord, we have"- 
Stood here obferving him. Some ftrange commotion- 
Is in his brain: he bites hi« lip, and ftarts; 
Stops ona fudden, looks upon the ground; 
Then, lays his finger on his v temple; ftrait 
$£ri&g3 out* rnta feft gate, then Hops again | r 

Strike* 
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Strikes his breaft hard, and then anxm he caffo 
His eye againft the moon; in mod ffrange poftiires 
We've feen him fet himfelf. 

King. It may well be, 
There » a mutiny in's mind. ' This morning 
Papers of ftate he fent me to perufe; " 
As I requir'd; and wot you what I found. 
There, on my conscience put unwittingly * 
Forfooth, an inventory, thus importing ; 
The feveral parcels of his plate, his treafure, 
fiich ftufFs and ornaments of houfehold, which. 
I fmirat fuch proud rate, that it oot-fpeaks 
PbfTeiCon of a fubje&. 

Nor. 'Tis heav'n's will;: 
Some fpirifc puf this paper in the packet, 
To blefs your eye withal. 
King. If we did think, 
His contemplations were above the earth, 
And fiVd on fpiritual objects, he mould flill . 
Dwell in \m mufings ; but I am afraid 
His thinkings are below the moon, nor worth 
His ferious confidering. 

He takes his feat, nvhifpers Lovett, who goes to WoIJcys 
WoL Heav'n forgive me— — - 
Ever God blefs your Highnefe! ■ 

King. Good my Lord^ 
You are RiO of heav'nly fluff, and bear the inventory 
Of your beft graces in your mind ; the which 
You were now running o'er ; you have fcarce time 
To fteal from fpiritual leifure a brief fpan, 
To keep your earthly audit; fure, in that 
I deem you an ill hufbacid, and am glad 
To have you therein my companion. 

Wol Sir, 
For holy offices I have a time; 
A time to think upon the part of btrfinefe 
I. bear V th* ftate; and nature does require 
Her times of prefervation, which, perforce, 
I her frail fon, amongft my brethren mortal, 
Muft give my tendance to.. 
King. Ytbuhave faid weff. 
&oJ> And ever may your Highnefs yoke together, 
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As I will lend you caufe, my doing well 
With my well faying ! 

King. 'Tis well laid again; 
And 'tis a kind of good deed to fay well. 
And yet words are no deed*. My father lov'd you;. 
He faid he did; and with his deed did crown 
His word upon you. Since 1 had my office, 
I've kept you next my heart ; have not alone 
Employ'd you where high profits might come home ; 
But par'd my prefent havings, to beftow 
My bounties upon you. 

WoL What mould this mean > ^Afide* 

Sur. The Lord increafe this bufinefs! L^ifi^ 

King. Have 1 not made you 
Ihe prime man o£ the ftate ? I pray you tell mc 
If what I now pronounce, you have found true;. 
And, if you may confefs it, fay withal, 
If you are bound, to us or no ? What. fay you ? 

WoL My Sovereign, I eonfefs your royal graces* 
ShowVd on me daily have been more than could. 
My ftudied purpofes requite, which went 
Beyond all man's endeavours *. My endeavours- 
Have ever come too fhort of my defires; 
Yet, filPd with my abilities, mine own ends 
Have been mine fo, that evermore they pointed" 
To th* good of your mofl facred perfon, and 
The profit of the ftate^ For your great graces 
Heap'd upon me, poor nndeferver, t 
Can nothing render but ajlegiant thanks;. 
My pray'rs to heav'n for you ; my loyaltyy 
Which ever has, and ever fhall be growing, ,_ 
Till death* that winter, kill it.. 

King. Fairly anfwer'd. 
A loyal and obedient fubjed is 
Therein iHuftrated; the honour of it. 
Does pay the aft of it, as, i* th* contrary 
The foulnefs is the punifhment. I grefume, 
That as my hand has open'd bounty to you, 
My heart dropp'd love; my pow'r rain'd honour more 
On you, than any ; fo your hand and heart, 
Ypur brain, and ev'ry fun&ian of your power, 7 

Should 
• Jtadcawurs, fot desert i< 
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Should, notwithstanding that your bond of duty, 
A 8 'twere in love's particular, be more 
To me, your friend, than amy . 

Wol I proofs, 
That for your Highnefe' good I ever labourM, 
More than mine own ; that am I, have been, will be* 
Though all the world mould crack their duty to you,. 
And throw it from their fcul; though perils did 
Abound as thick as thought could make 'em, and , 
Appear in forms more horrid ; yet my duty, 
As doth a rock againft the chiding flood, v 
Should the approach of this wild river break* 
And ftand unfhaken yours. 

King. 'Tis nobly ff>oken ; 
Take notice, Lords, he has a loyal breaft, 
For you have feen him open't. Read -o'er thlsy 



[ Giving hm pagers*. 
aft, * * 



And, tffter, this; and then to Iweakfaft, with 
What appetite you may. 

[Exit King, frowning upon Cardinal Wolfey; the If Met 
throng after him, *wh'tfpering and failing* 

SCENE IV. 

Wol What mould this mean > 

* What fudldea anger's this ? how have I reap'd k I 

* He parted frowning from me, as if ruin 

* Leap'd from his eyes . So looks the chafed/ lion 
4 Upon the daring huntfrnan, that has gali'd him$ 

* Then makes him nothing.' I nwft read this pap». 
I fear the ftory of his anger 'tis fo— 

This paper has undone m e ■ *tia th' account 

Of all that world of wealth I've dtfawn together 

For mine own ends ; indeed, to gaan thw popedom,, 

And fee my friends m Rome. O negligence, 

Fit for a fool to fall by ! What cro& devii 

Made me put this main iecret in the packet 

I fent the King ? Is there no way to cure thisf - 

No new device to beat this from his brains? 

I know 'twill flir him ftrongly; yet I know 

A way, if it take right, in fpight of fortune, 

Will bring me off again. What's this — T* the Pope?' 

The letter, as I live, with all the bufinefa *■> - 
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I writ to's Holinefs. Nay, then farewell; 
I've touch'd the higheft point of all my great nefs; 
And from that full meridian of my glory 
I hafte now to my fetting. « I (hall fall, 

• Like a bright exhalation in the evening, 

• And no man fee me more.' 

SCE^E V. 

Enter to Wolfey, the Dukes of Norfolk and Suffolk the Earl 
of Surrey, and the Lord Chamberlain. 

Nor. Hear the King's pleafure, Cardinal, who conv 
To render up the great feal prefently [mands you* 

Into our hands, and to confine yourfelf 
To Afher-houfe, my Lord of Winchefter V 
l*ill you hear further from his Highnefs. 

Wol. Stay. . j 

Where's your commiffion, Lords? words cannot carry- j 
Authority fb mighty. 

Suf. Who dare crofs 'em, 
Bearing the King's will from his mouth expre&Iy? 

Wol. Till I find more than will, or words to do it£ 

!I mean your malice,) know, officious Lords, 
dare, and nraft deny it. Now 1 feel 
Of what coarfe metal ye are moulded,— Envy; ^ 
How eagerly ye follow my difgrace, 
As if it fed ye; and how fleek and wanton: 
Y' appear in every thing may bring my ruin.- 
Follow your envious courfes, men of malice; 
You've Chriftian warrant for 'em, and, no doubt,, 
In time will find their fit rewards* That feal 
You afic with fuch a violence, the King 
(Mine and your mafter) with his own hand gave me;. 
Bade me enjoy it, with the place and honours, 
During my life ; and, to confirm his goodnefs, 
Ty 'd it by letters patent. Now, who'll take it I 

Sur. The King, that gave it. 

Wol It mud be himfelf then. 

Sur. Thou'rt a proud traitor, prieft. 

Wol. Proud Lord, thou Heft. 
Within thefe forty hours Surrey durft better 
Have burnt that tongue, than faid fo. 

Sto\ 
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Sur. Thy Ambition, 

Thou fcarlct fin, robb'd this bewailing land 
•Of Noble Buckingham, my father-in-law. 

The heads of all thy brother Cardinals, 

(With thee and all thy beft parts bound together,) 

Weigh'd not a hair of his. Plague of your policy! 

You fent me Deputy for Ireland, 

Far from his fuccour; from the King; from all 

That might have mercy on the fault thou gav'ft him; 

Whilft your great «gooduefs, out of holy pity, 

Abfolv'd him with an ax. 
Wol. This, and all elfc 

This talking Lord can lay upon my credit , 

i anfwer, is moil faMe. The Duke by law 

found his deferts. How innocent I was 

From any private malice in iiis end, 

•His noble jury and foul caufe can witn'efs. 

If I lovM many words, Lord, I mould tell you, 

You have as little honefty as honour ; 

That I, i' th' way of loyaity and truth 

Toward the King, my ever-royal matter, 

Dare mate a founder man than Surrey can be, 

An«J all that love his follies. 

Sur. By my foul, 
Your long coat, prieft, protects you ; thou mouldft feel 
My fwOrd i' th' life-blood of thee elfe. My Lords, 

•Can ye endure to hear this arrogance ? 
And from this fellow ? If we live thus tamely, 
To be thus jaded by a piece of fcarlet, 
Farewell, nobility ; let his Grace go forward. 
And dare us with his cap, like larks. 

Wol. All goodnefs 
Is poifon to thy flomach. 

Sur. Yes, that goodnefs 
Of gleaning all the land's wealth into one, 
Into your own hands, Caid'nal, by extortion 5 
The goodnefs of your intercepted packets 
You writ to th* Pope, againft the King; your goodnefs, 
Since you provoke me, (hall be mofl notorious. 
My Lord of Norfolk, as you're truly noble, 
As you refpedfc the common good, the ftate 
Of our defpis'd nobility, our iifues, 



^x 
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Who, if he live, will fcarce be gentlemen, 
Produce the grand furo of his fins, the article* 
Collected from his life. I'll ftartle yem, 
Worfe than the facring bell, when the brow* weach 
Lay kiffing in yiour arms, Lord Cardinal, 

Wol. How much, methinks, I could dgfpife this man, 
But that Pm bound in charity againft it! 

Nor, Thofe articles, my Lord, are in th* King's hand; 
But thus much, they are foul ones. 

JVol. So much fairer 
And fpotlefs (hall mine innocence arife, 
When the King knows my truth* 

Sur-. This cannot fave yo». 
I thank my memory, I yet remember 
Some of thefe articles, and out they (hall, j 

Now, if you can, blufti, and cry, Guilty, Cardinal; 
You'll (hew a little honefly. — 

Wol. Speak on, Sir ; 
I dare your worft objections : if I blufli, 
It is to fee a Nobleman- want manners* 

Sur. I'd rather want thofe than my head; haveat.yofl. 
Firft, that without the King's affent or knowledge, 
You wrought to be a legate ; by which power 
You maim'd the jurisdiction of all bifhops. 

Nor. Then, that in all you writ to Rome, or elfe 
To foreign' princes, Ego & Rex mens 
Was ftill inferib'd ; in which you brought, the King 
To be your fervant. 

Suf. That, without the knowledge 
Either of King or council, when you went 
Ambaflador to th' Emperor, you made bold 
To carry into Flanders the great feal. 

Sur. Item, You fent a large commiflion 
To Gregory de CalTado, to conclude, 
Without the King's will, or the date's allowance* 
A league between his Highnefa and Ferrara, 

Suf. That, out of mere ambition, you have made 
Your holy hat be ftamp'd on the King's coin* 

Sur. That you have fent innumerable funis 
(By what means got, I leave to your own confeience) 
To furnifh Rome, and to prepare the ways 
You have for dignities, to th* mere undoing 

Of 
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)f all the kingdom. Many more there are, 
(Vhich fince they are of you, and odious, 
[ will not taint my mouth with. 

Cham. O, my Lord, 
Prefs not a falling man too far j 'tis virtue : 
His faults lie open to the laws ; let /them, 
Not you, correct him. -My heart weeps to foe him 
So littk of his great felf. 

Sur. I forgive him.' 

Suf. Lord Cardinal, the King's further pleafure is, 
fiecaufe all thofe things you have done of late 
By your pow'r legatine within this kingdom, 
Fall in the compafs of a pnttftumrti 
That therefore fuch a writ be fu'd againft you, 
To forfeit all your goods, lands, tenements, 
\nd chatties, and whatfoever, and to be 
!)ut of the King's prote&ion. This is my charge. 

Nor. And fo we'll leave you to your meditations 
"low to live better. For your ftubborn anfwer, 
\bout the giving back the great feal to us, 
rhe King (hall know it ; and, no doubt, mail thank you* 
>o fare you well, my little .good Lord Cardinal. 

\Extunt all hut Wolfey. 

SCENE VI. 

IVol. So farewell to the little good you bear me! 
Farewell, a long farewell to all my greatnefs ! 
This is the (late of man : To-day he puts forth 
The tender leaves of hopes ; to-morrow bloflbms, 
And bears his bluihing honours thick upon him; 
The third day comes a froft, a killing froft, 
And when he thinks, good.eafy man, full furely 
His greatnefs is a-ripening, nips his (hoot ; 
And then he falls, as I do I have ventured, 
Like little wanton boys, that fwim on bladders, 
Thefe many fummers in a fea of glory ; 
But far beyond my depth: my highblown pride 
At length broke under me ; and now has left me f 
Weary, and old with fervice, to the mercy 
Of a rude ftream, that mud for ever hide mew 
Vain pomp and glory of the world, I hate ye ; 
I feel my heart new open'd. Oh, how wretched 

Vol. V. E e \i 
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Is that poor ufan that hangs on princes' favours 1 
There is, betwixt that (mile he would afpire to, 
That fweet afpc& of princes, and his ruin, 
More pangs and fears than war or women have; 
And when he falls, he fells like Lucifer, 
Never to hope again. 

Enter Cromwell, jtamHrtg amazed. 

Why, how now, Cromwell? 

Cram. I have no power to fpeak, Sir. 

Wol. What, amaz'd 
At my misfortunes? can thy fpirit wonder 
A great man mould decline? nay, if you weep t 
I'm fallen indeed. 

Crom. How does your Grace? 

Wol. Why, well; 
Never fo truly happy, my good Cromwell. 
I know myfelf now, and I feel within me 
A peace above all earthly dignities; 
A Hill and quiet confcience. The King has cur'd me, 
1 humbly thank his Grace ; and, from thefe moulders, 
Thefe ruin'd pillars, out of pity taken 
A load would fink a navy, too much honour. 
O, 'tis a burden, Cromwell, 'tis a burden, 
Too heavy for a man that hopes -for heav'n ! 

Crpm. I'm glad your Grace Jhas made that right ufe 
of it. 

Wol. I hope I have : I'm able now, methinks, 
Out of *a fortitude of foul I feel, 
T' endure more miferies, and greater far, V '" 

Than my weak-hearted enemies dare offer. 
What news abroad? 

Crom. The heavieft, and the worft, 
Is your difpleafure with the King. 

Wol. Qodblefshim! 

Crom. The next is, That Sir Thomas More is chofea I 
Lord Chancellor in your place. 1 

Wol. That's fomewhat fudden — 

But he's a learned man. May he continue 
Long in his Highnefs' favour, and do juftice 
For truth's fake and his confcience ; that his bones, 
When Wbas ran hw courfe, and fleeps in bleffings, 

May 
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have a tomb of orphans' tears wept on him ! 

i more? % 

om. That Cranmer is return'd with welcome; 

I'd Lord Arcbbifhop of Canterbury* 

?/. That's new's indeed. 

om. Laft, that the Lady Anne, ♦ 

na the King hath in fecrecy long married, 

day was view'd in open as his Queen, 

g to chapel; and the voice is now 

about her coronation. 
?/. There was the weight that pull'd me down; O 

Cromwell, 
King has gone beyond me : all my glories 
iat one woman I have loft for ever, 
in mall ever ufher forth my honours, 
ild again the noble troops that waited 
1 my fmiles. Go, get thee from me, Cromwell; 

a*poor fallen man, unworthy now 
e thy lord and mafter. Seek the King, 
it fun I pray may never fet ;) I've told him 
t and how true thou art ; he will advance thee £ 
; little memory of me wiH. ftir him, 
>whis noble nature^ not to let 
hopeful fervice perifh too. Good Cromwell*- 
e& him not ; make ufe now, and provide 
:hine own future fafety. 
*om. O my Lord, - 

; I then leave you? muft I needs forego* « 
ood, fa noble, andfo true a matter? 

witnefs, all that have not hearts of irort» 
1 what a forrow Cromwell leaves his lord. 
King fhall have 1 my fervice ; but my prayers 
ever, and for ever, (hall be yours* 
ol. Cromwell, I did not think to fhed a tear 
1 my miferies ; bat thou haft: forc'd me, 
of thy hbneft truth, to play the woman 
s dry our eyes : and thus far hear me, CromweUV 

when I am forgotten, as I fhall be, 

fleep in dull cold 'marble, where no mention 
le mud more be heard, fay then I taught thee ; 

Wolfey, that once rode the waves of glory, 

founded all the depths and (hoals of Kquq\k t 

1 
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Found thee a way, out of his wreck, to rife in : 

A fure and fafe one, though thy mailer mifs'd it. \ ? 

Mark but my fall, and that which ruiiTd me: 

Cromwell, I charge thee, fling away ambition; 

By that Co fell the angels; how can man then 

Cho' th' image of his maker) hope to win by*t? 
ve thyfelf laft; cheri/h thofe hearts that wait thee: 
Corruption wins not more than honefty. 
Still in thy right hand carry gentle peace. 
To filence envious tongues. Be juft, and fear not* 
Let all the ends thou aim* ft at, be thy country's, 
Thy God's, and Truth's ; then if thou fall'ft, O Cromwell, 
Thou fell'ft a bleffed martyr. Serve the King; 
And pr'ythee lead me in 

There take an inventory of all I have, J ■ 

To the laft penny, 'tis the King's, My robe, 
And my integrity to Heav'n, is all 
I dare now call mine own. O Cromwell, Cromwell, 
Had I but ferv'd my God with half the zeal 
I ferv'd ray King, he would not in mine age 
Have left me naked to mine enemies* 

Crom. Good Sir, have patience. 

Wol So I have. Farewell . 

The hopes of court \ my hopes in heav'n do dwelt. 

[Exeunt. 

ACT IV. SCENE I. 

AJlreet in Wejhmnfter. 

Enter two Gentlemen, meeting one another* 

i Gen. X OU'RE well met once again* 

2 Gen. And fo are you. 

i Gen. You come to take your ftand here, and behold 
The Lady Anne pafs from her coronation. 

a Gen* 'Tis all my bufinefs* At our laft encounter, 
The Duke of Buckingham came from his trial. 

i Gen. *Tis very true. But that time pflfei'd fojrrow$ 
This, general joy. 

2 Gen. Tis well: the citizens, 
I'm ftire, have fhewn at full their loyal minds; 
And let 'era have, their right* they're ever forward 
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1» celebration of thefe days with (hews, 
Pageants, and fights of honour. 

1 Gen. Never greater, 

Nor, I'll affure you, better taken, Sir. 

2 Gen. May I be bold to afk what that contains* 
That paper in your hand ? 

i Gen. Yes; 'tis the lift 
Of thofe that claim their offices this dayy 
By cuftom of the coronation. 
The Duke of Suffolk is die firft, and claims 
To be High Steward j next, the Duke of Norfolk, 
To be Earl Marfhal; you may read the reft. 

2 Gen. I thank you, Sir. Had I not known thoie 
I fhould have been beholden to your paper. [cufloms,, 
But, I befeech you, what's, become of Catharine, 
The Princefs-do wager ? how goes her bufinefs? 

L Gen. That I can tell you too. The Archbifhop 
Of Canterbury, accompanied with other 
Learned and rev 'rend fathers of his order, 
Held a late court at Dunftable, fix miles 
From Ampthil, where the Princefs lay ; to which 
She oft was cited by them, but appear'd not: 
And, to be fhort, for not appearance, and 
The King's late fcruple, by the main aflent 
Of all thefe learned men fhe was divore'd, 
And the late marriage made of none effect: 
Since which, fhe was remov-'d-to Kimbolton,, 
Where fhe remains now fick. 

2 Gen. Alas, good Ladyj 
The trumpets found; ftand clofe, the Queen is comings 

[Hautboy f- 

The order of the. Coronation. 

1. A lively jfourijh of trumpetsi ..*..» 

2. Then two judges. 

j. Lord ChanceHor 9 nvitk the purft and mace lefor*him* 
4. Chorifier ftnging. [Mute- 

C. Mayor of London* bearing the mace. Then Garter in his 

coat of arms, and on his head a gilt copper crown*. 
6L Marquis ofDorfet, bearing a fceptre of gold, on his head 
* a demu coronal of gold* With him, the Earl of 
E C J Su$rey„ 
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Sumy, bearing the rod of Jiiver with the dove, 
crown 9 d with an Earfs coronet. Collars ofSS. 

7. Duke of Suffolk In bis robe of ' ftate, hit coronet on hit 

bead 9 bearing a long white wand, as High Steward. 
With bhn the Duke of Norfolk, wkh the rod of Mar- 
fbalfhip, a coronet on his bead Collars of SS. 

8. A canopy borne by four of the Cinque-forts, under it tbt 

Queen in her robe; iu her hair richly adorned with 
pearl, crowned. On each fide her the Bifbops of Leu- 
don and Winchefltr. 

9. The old Dut chefs of Norfolk, in a coronet of goid wrought 

with flowers, bearing the Queen's train. 
IQ. Certain Ladies or Count effes, witb plain circkts of fold 
without flowers. 

They pafs over thefiage in order andftate, and then exeunt, 
with agreatflourj/h of trumpets. 

2 Gen. A royal train, believe me ; thefe I know. 
Who's that who bears the fceptre * / 

•I Gen. Marquis Dorfet. • 

And that the Earl of Surrey with the' rod. 

a Gen. A bold brave gentleman. The next mould be 
The Duke of Suffolk. 

1 Gen. > Tis the fame: Hijrh Steward. 

2 Gen, And that my Lord of Norfolk^ 
I Gen. Yes. 

z Gen. Heav'n bfeft theef 
Thou haft the fweeteft face I ever look'd on*. 
Sir, as I hate a foul, (he is an angel ; 
Our King has all the Indies in his arms. 
And more and richer, when he flrairis that lady.. 
I cannot blame his confeience. 

1 Gen. They that bear 

The cloth of ftate above her, are four Barons 
Of the Cinque-ports. 

2 Gen. Thofe men are happy; fo are all a*e near her* 
I take it, me that carries up the tram, 

Is that old Noble Lady the Butchefs of Norfolk, 
x Gen. It ie, and all the reft are Countetfes. 
2 Gen. Their coroiveU foj fo* Thfcfe are ftars indeed*. 
And fometimes falling one*, 
j G«*. No more o£ that* 
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Enter a third Gentleman. 

God fave you, Sir ! Say, where have you been broiling ? 
3 Gen. Among the crowd i* th' abbey, where a finger 
Could not be wedg'd in more; and I am (tided 
With the mere ranknefs of their joy. 

2 Gen. You faw the ceremony ? 

3 Gen. I did. 

1 Gen. How was it? 

3 Gtn. Well worth the feeing, 

2 Gen. Good Sir, (peak it to us. 

3 Gen. As well as I am able. The rich ftrean* 
Of Lords and Ladies, 1 having brought the Queen 
To a prepared place in the choir, fell off 

A diftance from her;, while her Grace fat down. 
To reft a while, fome half an hour, or fo, 
In a rich chair of ftate, oppofing freely 
The beauty of her perfon to the people; 
(Believe me, Sir, (be is. the goodlieft woman 
Thai ever lay by man;) which when the people 
Had the full view of, fuch a noife arofe 
As the fhrowds make at fea in a (tiff tempeft ; 
As loud, and to as many tunes. Hats, cloaks, 
Doublets, I think, dew up ; and had their faces 
Been loofe, this. day they had been loft. Such joy 
I never faw before. Great -belly M women, 
That had not half a week to go, like rams 
In the old time of war, would (hake the preis, 
And make it reel before 'em. No man living 
Could fay, This is my wife there, all were woven 
So flrangely th oqe piece. 

2 Gen* But pray what foliew'd? 

3 Gtn* At length her Grace rote, and wkh, modeft 

paces 
Caveat to the altar, where file kneePd ; and, faint-tike,' 
Caft her fair eyes* to heav'n, and pray'd devoutly ; 
Then rofe again, and bow'd her to the people : 
When by the ArchbiJhop of Canterbury, 
Sh' had all the royal makings of a Queen f 
As holy oil, Edward ConfeiTor's crown, 
The rod, and bird of peace, and all fuch emblem* 
Laid nobly on her : which perfortu'd > the choir, 
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With all the choiceft mufic of the kingdom, 
Together fung Te Deum. So /he parted, 

And with the fame full ftate pac'd hack again 

HVv York-pla.ce, where the feaft is-held. 

1 Gen. You mull no more call it Yorh-phcei that's paffc 
For fmce the Cardinal fell, that title's left* 

'Tis now the King's, and call'd Whitehall, 

3 Gen* I know it i 
But 'tis fo lately alter 'd, that the old name 
Is frefh about me. 

2 Gen. What two reverend bifhops 

Were tfrofe that went on each fide of the Queen r^ 

3 Gen. Stokefjy and Gardiner; the one oF Wiacheftery 
Newly preferr'd from the King's Secretary ; 

The other, London. 

2 Gen. He of Win£hefter * 

Is hdd no great good lover of th' Archbifhop,. 
The virtuous Cranraer. ' \ 

3 Gar* All the land knows that: ) 
However, yet there's no great breach-; when't come*,. 
Cranmer- will find a frierid will not mrink from him* 

2 Gen. Who may that be, I pray you? 

3 Gen. Thomas, Cromwell, 

A man in much efteem with th' King, and truly 
A worthy friend. The King has made him 
Mafter o' th' jewel-houfe, 
And one, already, of trie privy councils ' • 

2 Gen. He w^l defarve mores . • » " \- ^ 

3 Gen. Yes, without all dbubu .• ; - *- 
Come, Gentlemen, you fhall both go my way r 
Which is to the court,, and there maU be my guefts :r 
Something I can command ; as I walk thither, 

I'll tell you more. 1 ■-./. .-t ... • ;. ....". 

Both. You may command us, §ir. *->-v; [Exeunt* 

SCENE ir. Changes to Kimbolton. i .: j 

Enter Catharine dowager, jiqk 9 led between Griffith, kfifr 
Gentleman-UJher, aqd Patience her. wqman. ? "',, 

Grif. How does your Grace ? » 

Cath. O Griffith, fick to death : v 

My leffsj like loaded branches, bow to th' earthy .,- L ; r 

' * Willing 
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Willing to leave their burden. Reach a chai r 

So now methinks i feel a little eafe. [Sitting down* 

Did'ft thou not tell me, Griffith, as thou led'fi me, 
That the great child of honour, Cardinal Wolfey, 
Was dead ? 

Gr'tf. Yes, Madam ; but I think your Grace, 
Out of the pain you fufferM, gave no ear to*t* 

Catb. Pr'ythee, good Griffith, tell mc how he dy'iL 
If well, he ftept before me happily, 
For my example. 

Grif. Well, the voice goes, Madam. 
For after the flout Earl of Northumberland 
Arretted him at York, and brought him forward 

JAs a man forely tainted) to his anfwer, 
le fell fick fuddenly, and grew fo ill 
He could not fit his mule. 

Catb. Alas, poor man! 

Grif. At laft, with eafy roads he came to Lciccfter} 
Lodg'd in the abbey, where the Rcv'reod Abbot, 
With all his convent, honourably receiv'd him ; 
To whom he gave thefe words, * O Father Abbot* 
s An old man, broken with the ftorms of ftate, 
1 Is come to lay his weary bones among ye ; 
* Give him a little earth for charity V 
So went to bed*; where eagerly his ficknefs 
Purfu'd him ftiH, and three nights after this, 
About the hour of eight, (which he himfelf 
Foretold mould be his laft,) full of repentance, 
Continual meditations, tears, and forrows, 
He gave his honours to the world again, 
His blefled part to hcav'n, and flept in peace. 

Catb. " So may he reft, his faults he gently on him I 
** Yet thus far, Griffith, give me leave to (peak him; 
" And yet with charity. He was a man 
" Of an unbounded ftomach; ever tanking 
•' Himfelf with princes : one that, by fuggeftion* 
" Ty'd f all the kingdom: fimony was fair play; 
«* His own opinion was his law. 1' th' prefence 
** He would fay untruths, and be ever double 
<« Both in his words and meaning. He was never, 

«Bu* 

•f i. f. InOAved. 
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" But where he meant to ruin, pitiful. 
«* His promifes were, as he then was, mighty ; 
" But his performance, as he now is, nothing, 
" Of his own body he was ill f, and gave 
44 The clergy ill example/' 

Grif. Noble Madam, 
Mens' evil manners live in brafs, their virtues 
We write in water May it pleafe your Highnefs 
To hear me fpeak his good now? 

Cath. Yes, good Griffith, 
I were malicious elfe. 

Grif. This Cardinal, 
Though from an humble flock, undoubtedly 
Was fafhion'd to much honour from his cradle. 
He was a fcholar, and a ripe and good one ; 
Exceeding wife, fair fpoken, and perfuading 1 ; 
Lofty and four to them that lov'd him not ; 
But tt> thofe men that fought him, fweet as fummerv 
And though he were tmfatisfy *d in getting, ' • 
(Which was a itn^'yet in ! beftowing, Madam, '"."*. 
He wife moll princely*. ' Ever witnefs for him 
Thofe twins of learning that he rais'd in you> 
Ipfwich and Oxford ! one of which fell with him^ 
Unwilling to outlive the good he did it : ; * 

The other, though unfiriinVd, yet fo famous*' { j • \ 
So excellent in art, and ftill fo riling) ' : ~ : 

' That Chriftendom mall ever fpeak his virtue. - 

His overthrow heap'd happmefs iipon him 5 T 
For then, and not till then, he felt himfelf, : 
And found the bleffednefs of being little : 
And to add greater honours to his age - 

Than man could give him, he dy'd fearing God. 

Goth* After 1 my death I wifh no other herald^ * - 
No other fpeak er of my living actions, * ' ' " / • '* 
To keep mine honour from corruption, 5 *^ > • 

But fuch an honeft chronicler as Griffith, 
Whom I moft hated living, thou haft made me, 
With thy religious truth and modefty, 
Now in his afhes honour. £eace be with him r. 
Patience, be near me ftill, and fet me lowei*. *■ * _ " 

I have not long to trouble thee. Good Griffith, 

> - Caufc. 

f f, <v He abufed his body b^ uttwe^tw** uA\«w*v 
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Caufe the muficiahs play me that iad note l 

I nam'd my knell, whilft I fit meditating 
On that'celeftial harmony I go to. 

Scut and folemn mufic. 

Grif. She is afleep : good wench, let's fit down quiet 
Tor fear we wake her. Softly, gentle Patience. 
The vifion. Enter folemnh one after another , fix perfonages* 
clad in white robes f wearing on their heads garlands of 
hays, and golden vizards on their faces ; branches of hays 
or palm in their hands. They Jirjl congee unto her, then 
dance-; and at certain changes, thefrfltwo hold a /pare gar- 
land over her head, at which the, other four male reverend 
curtjtes: then the two that hdd the garland \ deliver the 
fame to the other next two; who obferve the fame order in 
their changes, and holding the garland over her head: 
which done, they deliver the fame garland to the hft two f 
w$o likewife obferve the fame order ; fat which, as it Wire 
by injpiration, jhe makes in her fleep Jtgns of rejoicing, and 
holdeth up her bands to heaven.) Andfo in their dancing 
they vanifh, carrying the garland *uith them. The mujic 
continues. 
Cath. Spirits of peace, where are ye? are ye gone? 

And leave me here in wretchedness behind ye? 
Grif Madam, we're here. 
Cath j It is not you I call for; 

Saw ye none enter fince I flept? 
Grif .None, Madam. 
Cath. No ? faw you not ev'n now a bleffed troop 

Invite me to a banquet, whofe bright faces 

Cafl thoufand beams upon me, like the fun? 

They promis'd me eternal happinefs, 

And brought me garlands, Griffith, which 1 feel 

I am not worthy yet to wear: 1 fhall afiuredly. 
Grif. I am moll joyful, Madam, fuch good dreams 

PofTefs your fancy. 
_ Cath. Bid the mufic leave, 

'Tis harm and heavy to me. [Mnfic c cafes. 

Pat. Do you note 

How much her Grace is alter'd on the fudden? 

How long her face is drawn ? Vtow pAe. ftvsVrckfc* 
And of an earthly cold? obfetve\k<£T t\ea» 
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Grif. She it going, wench. Pray, f>ray,- 
Paf. Heav'n comfort her! 






* 



r" 



2?iffrr « Meficnger. 
Meffi An't like your Grace . 
CofA. You are a fancy fellow ; 
Deferve we no more revVence? 

Grif. You're to blame, 
Knowing (he wiD not lofe her wonted greatneft, 
To uie fo rude behaviour. Go to, kneel. 

Mf I humbly do intreat your Highnefs' pardon: 
My hafte made me unmannerly. There is ftaying ' 
A Gentleman fcnt from the King, to fee you. 

Caib. Admit him entrance, Griffith. But this fellow 
Let me ne'er fee again. [Exit Mefingcr*, 

Enter Lord Capudui. 
If my fight fail not, 

You mould be Lord Ambaflador from the Emperor* 
My Royal nephew, and your name Capucius. 
Cap. Madam, the fame, your fervant. 
Cath. O my Lord, it 

The times and titles now are alter'd ftrangely , 

With me, lince firft you knew me. But, I pray you, 
What is yourpleafure with me? 

Cap. Noble Lady, 
Firft, mine own fervice to your Grace ; the next, 
The King's requeft that I would vifit you; 
Who grieves much for your weaknefs, and by me 
Sends you his princely commendations, 
And heartily entreats you take good comfort. 

Cath. O my good Lord, that comfort comes too late \ 
*Tis like a pardon after execution ; 
That gentle phyfic giv'n" in time, had cur'd me. 
But now I'm pad all comforts here but prayers. 
How, does his Highnefs? 

Cap. Madam, in good health. . I 

Cath. So may he ever do, and ever flouriih, ' 

When I (hall dwell with worms, and my poor name be 
Banifh'd tlie kingdom ! Patience, is that letter 
I caus'd you write, yet fent away ? 
Pat. No, Madam. 
Cath. Sir, I mull humbly pray you to deliver 

' * This 
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This to my Lordtke King. 
Cap. Moft willing, Madtfm. 
Car£. In which 1 have commended to hm goodnef* 

The model of our chafte loves, his young daughter; 

s/The dews of heav'n fall thick in bleffings on her ! } 
Sefeeching him to give her. virtuous breeding, 

¥ She's young, and of a noble modeil nature; 

1 hope fhe will ejcfeiye well,) and a little 

To love her for her mpther's fake, that lov'd him* 

Heav'n knows, how dearly! My next poor petition 

Is, that his Noble Graee would have fome pity 

Upon my wretched women, that (b long 

Have follow 'd both nay fortunes faithfully; 

Of which there is not one, I dare avow, 

{And now I mould not lie,) hut well deferves* 

For virtue and true beauty of the foul, 

For honefty and decent carriage, 

A right good hufoand, let him be a noble ; 

And fure thofe men are happy that fhallfrave '&&» 

The laft is for my men : they are the pooreft ; 

But poverty can never draw 'em from me : 

^ That they may have their wages duly paid 'em* 

^And fomething over to remember me. 
If Heav'n had pleas'd to've giv # n me longer life, 
And able means, we had not parted thus. 
Thefe are the whole contents. And, good my Lord* 

\ By that you love the deareft fn this world, 

i As you wifh Ohriftian peace to fouls departed, 

! Stand thefe poor people's friend, and urge the King 

J To do me this laft right. 

j Cap. By Heav'n, I will, 
Or let me lofe the fafhion of a man ! 

V Cath. 1 thank you, honeft Lord. Remember Hie 
In aH humility unto bis Highuefs; 
And tell him, his long trouble «ow is pafikg 
Out of this world. Tell him, in death I bkfs'd himj 

For fo I will Mine eyes grow dim. Farewell, 

My Lord Griffith, farewell— Nay, Patience, 

You muft not leave me yet. 1 muft to bed- 
Call in more women — When I'm dead, good wench, 
Let me be us'd with honour; ftrew the, o\^t 
With maiden How 9 r6, that all the wot\A mw Yurow 
Vol. V r Y € V nto 
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I was a chafte wife to my grave: imbalm me, .{ 

Then lay me forth ; although unqueen'd, yet like 

A Queen, and daughter to a King, inter me. 

X can no more [Exeunt, leading Catharine* 

ACT V. SCENE I. 

Before the palace. 

Enter Gardiner Bifhop of Winchejler, a Page with a tori 
before him 9 met by Sir Thomas Lovell. 

'T 

Gar J. A IS one o'clock, Boy, is't not ? 

Boy. It hath ftruck. 

Gard. Thefe mould be hours for neceffities, s 

Not for delights ; times to repair our nature li 

With comforting repofe, and not for us 
To wafle thefe timers. Good hour of night, Sir Thomasl 
Whither fo late? ^ 

Lov Came you from the King, my Lord ? 

Gard. I did, -Sir Thomas, and left him at Primero 
With the Duke of Suffolk. 

Lov. I muff to him too, 
Before he go to bed. I'll take my leave. 

Gard NoJ: yet, Sir Thomas Lovell ; what's the matteri 
It feems you are in hafte : and if there be 
No great offence belongs to't, give your friend 
Some touch of your late bufinefs. Affairs that walk 
Y As they fay fpirjts do) at midnight, have 
In them a wilder f nature, than the bufinefs 
That feeks difpatch t>y day. 

Lov. My Lord, I love you; 
And durft commend a fecret to your ear 
"Much weightier than this work. The Queen's in labour, 
They fay, in great extremity ; 'tis fear'd 
She'll with the labour end. 

Gard. The fruit ihe goes with 
I pray for heartily, that it may find 
Good time, and live; "but for the ftock, Sir Thomas, * 
I wifh it grubb'd up now. 

Lov, Methinks I could 

Cry 
^ JPiMt lot uncwrnnwu 
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Cry the Amen ; and yet my confidence fays, . , 
She's a good creature, and (fweet-Lady) does' 
Deferve our better wifhes. 

Gard. But, Sir, Sir 

Hear me, Sir Thomas You're a Gentleman- 

Of mine own way ; I know you wife, religious: 
And let me tell you, it will ne'er be well, 
*Twill not, Sir Thomas Lovell, take't of me, 
Till Cranmer, CromweH, her two hands, and-fhe^ 
Sleep in their graves. 

Z.ov. Now, Sir, you fpeak of two 
The moft remark'd i' th' kingdom. As for Cromwell,-. 
Befide that of the jewel-houfe, he's made Mailer 
O'th' Rolls, and King's Secretary; further, 
Stands in the gap and tread for more preferments, 
With which the time will load him. Th' Archbifliopr 
Is the King's hand and' tongue; and- who dare fpeak 
One fy liable againflr him ? 

Gard.- Yes, Sir Thomas, y 

There are that dare; and I myfelf have ventur'd 
To fpeak my mind of him. Indeed, this very day, > 
(Sir, I may tell it you,) I think I have 
Incens'd the Lords o' th J council, that he is 
('For fo I know he is, they know he is), 
A moft arch heretic, a peftilence 
That does infecYthe land; with which they mov'd, 
Have broken with the King; who hath fo far 
Giv'n ear to our complaint, of his great grace 
And princely care, forefeeing thofe fell mifchiefs 
Our reafons laid before him, he hath commanded* 
To-morrow morning to the council-board 
He be con vented. He's a rank weed, Sir Thomas, * 
And we mull root him out. From your affairs 
L hindet you too long. Good night, Sir Thomas. 

[Exeunt Gardiner and Page* 

Lov. Many gpod nights, my Lord ! I reft your fer- 
~ vant. [Exit LovelL 

SCENE II. Changed to an apartment in the palace* 

< Enter King and Suffolk. 

King. Charles, I 'will play no more to-night ; 
if y mind's not on't, you are too hard for me. 

F f 1 Su£ 



i 



144 kmg vaamx vin. a*y< 

&5/I Sir, I did never win of you before. 
King. But little, Charles; 
Nor fhall not when my fancy's on xny pJajr • 

Re-enter LoveS. 

Now, Lovell, from the Queen what is the news? 

Lov. I could not perfonally delirer to her 
What you commanded me, but by her woman 
I fent your nteuage ; who return'd her thanks 
In greateft humblenefs, and begg'd your Highnefs 
Moft heartily to pray for her. 

King. What fay'ft thou! ha! 
To pray for her! what! is flie crying out! 

Lov. So faid her woman, and that her fufPrance raadfc 
Almoft each pang a death. 

King. Alas, good Lady! 

Stjf. God fafely quit her of her burden, and: 
With gentle travel, to the gladding of 
Your Highnefs with an heir! 

King. 'Ti8 midnight, Charles ; 
Pr'ythee to bed; and in thy prayers remember 
Th' eftaje of my poor Queen. Leave me alone; : 
For I muft think of that which company 
Would not be friendly to, 

Suf. 1 wifh your Highnefs 
A quiet night, and my good miftrefe w31 
Remember in my prayers. 

King. Charles, a good night. £Exit Suffolk 

Well, Sir, what follows? 

Enter Sir Anthony Denny. 

Denny. Sir, I have brought my Lord the Archbimop* 
As you commanded me. 

King. Ha! Canterbury ! ■ 

Denny. Yea, my good Lord* 

King. 'Tis true — where is he, Denny ? 

Denny. He attends your Highnefs' pleafure. 

King. Bring him to us. [Exit Denny* 

Lov. This is about that which the Bimop fpake. 
I am happily come hither. \Afide+ 

Enter Cranmer and Denny. 
King. Avoid t&e gallery. [LoveU feemctt tojlay. 

Ha!-~ 
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Ha! — I have faid — be gone. 

What !— ^Exeunt Lovell and Denny, 

SCENE III. 

Cran, I am much fearful: wherefore frowns he thus 
Tis his afpecl: of terror. All's not well. 
j King. How now, my Lord I you do deilre to know 
[ Wherefore 1 fent for you. 
Cran, It is my duty 
T' attend your Highnefs' pleafure. £ 

King, Pray you rife, 
My good and gracious Lord of Canterbury. 
Come, you and I muft walk a turn together: 
I've news to tell you.* Come, give me your hand.' 
Ah, my good Lord, I grieve at what I fpeak ; 
And am right forry to repeat what follows. 
I have, and moft unwillingly, of late 
Heard many grievous, I do fay, my Lord, 
Grievous complaints of you j which being con fider'd,, 
Have mov'd us and our council, that you (hall 
This morning come before us ; where I know 
You cannot with fuch freedom purge yourfelf; 
But that, till further trial, in thofe charges 
Which will require your anfwer, you muft take 
Your patience to- you, and be well contented • 
To make your houfe our Tower. You a brother of usy ^ 
It fits we thus proceed, or elfe no witnefs 
Would come againft you.< 

Cran, I humbly thank your Hfghnefs, x 
And am right glad to catch this good occafion 
Moft thoroughly to- be winnow'd, where my chaff 
And corn mail fly afunder. For I know 
There's none ftarids under more calumnious tonguea ■-* 
Than I myfelfj poor man. 

King, Stand up, good Canterbury. 
Thy truth and thy integrity is rooted 
In us, thy friend. Give me thy hand, ftand*up; 
Pi-'ythee let's walk. Now, by my holy Dame* 
What manner of man are you?* My Lord* I.look'di 
You would have given me your petition, that 
Eiflxould h&veta'en forne pains to bring together 
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Yourfelf and your accufers, and have heard you. 
Without indurance further. 

Cran. Mod dread Liege, 
The good I ftand on is my truth and honefly. 
If they (hall fall, I with mine enemies 
WSJ triumph o?er my perfonj which I weigh not* 
Being of thofe virtues vacant. I fear nothing 
What can be faid againft me. 

King, Know you not 
How your ftate (lands i'th* world, with the whole world! 
Yy foes are many, and not fmaH; their pradices 
Mtm bear the fame proportion ; and not ever 
The juftice and the truth o* th? qoeftien carries 
The due o' tk 9 verdid with it. At what eafe 
Might corrupt minds procure knaves as corrupt 
To fwear againft you? Sueh things have been done* 
You're potently oppos'd; and with a malice 
Of as great fize. Ween you of better luck, 
I mean, in perjur'd witnefs, than your matter*. 
Whofe minifter you are, while here he bVd 
Upon this naughty earth? Go to, go to; 
You take a precipice for no leap of danger^ 
And woo your own deftrndion. 

Cran. God and your Majefty 
Proted mine, innocence, or I.-&U into 
The trap is laid for me ! 

King. Be of good cheer ; 
They fhall no. more prevail, than we gf^t way to*. 
Keep comfort to you, and this morning fee 
You do appear before them* If: they chance,. 
In charging you with matters, to commit you; 
The beft perfuafions to the contrary 
Fail not to ufe, andwith what vehemency 
Th* occafioe> (hall inftrud. you* If entreaties 
Will render you no remedy, this ring . 
Deliver them, and your appeal to us 
There make before them. Look, the good man weeps I? 
He's honeft, oa mine honour* God's blefs'd mother! 
1 fwear he is true-hearted ; and a foul* 
None better in my kingdom, Get you gone, 
And do as I have bid you* [Exit Crooner* 

IVdfi. ftrangfed. all hk language in hk tears, 

Enten 
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Enter an Old Lady* 

Gen. [Within.'} Come back; what mean you? 

Lady. I'll not come back; the tidings that I bring 
Will make my boldnefs manners. Now good angels 
Fly o'er thy royal head, and fhade thy perfbn 
"Under their bleflecf wings V 

King. Now by thy looks 
I guefs thy meflage. Is- the Queen deliver'd? 
Say Ay, and of a boy. 

Lady. Ay, ay, my Liege; 
And of a lovely boy ; the God of heav'n 
Both now and ever blefs her !— 'tis a girl, 
Promifes boys hereafter. Sir, your Queen 
Defires your vifttation, and to be 
Acquainted with this ftranger; 'tis as like you*, 
As cherry is to cherry* 

King. Lovell! . . ■■ > .- 

Lov. Sir. 

King. Give her aa hundred marks. I'll to the Queen*, 

[Exit King. 

Lady. An hundred marks! by this light, Pll ha' more*. 
An ordinary groom is for fuch payment. 
I will have more, or fcold it out of him. 
Said I for this, the girl was like him? Ill 
Have more, or elfe unfay't : now, while 'tis hot, 
I'll put it to the iffue. [Exit Lady*. 

SCENE IVl Before the counctf-chamber* 

Enter Cranmer. 

Cran. I hope I'm not too late; and yet the Gentleman 
That was fent to me from the council, pr&y'd me 
To make great hafte. All fad? what means this ? hoai 
Who waits there? futfe you know mei 

Enter Door-keeper*. 

D. Keep. Yes, my Lord;. 
But yet I cannot help you. 
Cran. Why? 

£L Keep. Your Grace miunY wait till you be call'd for* 

Euu» 



34* KING HENRY VHL A & yt 

Enter DaSor Butts. 



Cran. So- 



Butts. This is a piece of malice. I am glad 
I came this way fo happily. The King 
Shall underftand it prefcntly. {Exit Butts ~ 

Cran. 'Tis Butts, 
The King's phyiieian. As he pafs'd along; 
How earneftiy he caft his eyes upon me ! 
Pray heav'n, he found not my difgracej for certain, 
This is of purpofe laid by fome that hate me, 
(God turn their hearts! 1 never fought their malice,) 
To quench mine honour: the)r would fliarae to make me 
Wait elfe at door: a fellow-Kxmnfellor, 
'Mong boys, and grooms, and lackeys! but their pleafureS; 
Mull be fuifill'd, and I attend with patience. 

Enter the King and Butts , at a window above*- 

Butts. 1*11 mew your Grace the ftrangeft fight— - 

King. What's that, Butts? 

Butts. I think your Highnefs faw this many a .day* . 

King. Body o' me: where is it? 

Butts. There, my Lord. 
The high promotion of his Grace of Canterbury, > 
Who holds his ftate at door 'mongft purfuivants> . 
Pages> and foot-boys. 

King. Ha! 'tis he indeed. 
13 this the honour they do one another ? 
'Tis well there's one above !em yet. I thought 
They'd parted fo much honefty among 'em, 
At lead, good manners, as not thus to fuffer 
A man of his place, and fo near our favour, 
To dance attendance on their Lordfhips' pleafures;:: 
And at the door too, like a poll with packets. 
By holy Mary, Butts, there's knavery; 
Let 'em alone, and draw the curtain clofe, 
We.fhall.hear more anon.— — 

scene:: 
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SCENE V. T& wif. 

A council-table brought in, with chairs and fhols, and placed 
under thcjtate. Enter Lord Chancellor, places himftlf 
at the upper end of the table on the left hand, a feat being 
left void above him, as for the Archbijhop of Canterbury. 
Duke of Suffolk, Duke of Norfolk, Surrey, Lord Cham- 
berlain, and Gardiner, feat themfelves in order on each 
Jide. Cromwell at the lower end, as Secretary. 

Chan. Speak to the bufwefs, Mr. Secretary : 
Why are we met in council? 

Crom. Pleafe your Honours, 
The caufe concerns his Grace of Canterbury*. 

Gard. Has he. had knowledge of it I 

Crom. Yes. 

Nor. Who waits there f 

D. A>#.. Without, my Noble Lords? 

Gard. Yes. 

ZX Keep. My Lord ArchWftopi 
And has done half an hour, to know your pleaforea* 

Chan. Let him come in. 

D. Keep. Your Grace may enter now. 

[Cranmer approaches the council-table* 

Chan. My. good Lord Archbifhop, I am very forty 
To fit here at this prefeot, a»4 behold 
That chair itami empty. But we all are men 
In our own natures frail, and capable 
Of frailty, few are angels: from which frailty, 
And want of wifdom, you that bell mould teach us, 
Have mifdemcan'd yourfelf, and not a little ; 
Tow'rd the King firft, and then his laws, in filling 
The whole realm, by your teaching and your chaplains* 
(For fo we are infprmM,) with new opinions 
Ittvers and dang'rous, which are heretics ; 
And not reform'd, may prove pernicious. 

Gard. Which reformation muft be fudden too, 
My Noble Lords; for thofe that tame wild horfes,, 
face 'em not in their hands to make 'em gentle ; 
But flop their mouths with ftubborn bits, and fpur 'era, 
Till they obey the manage. If we fuffcr 
(Out of our eafinefs ajid childiih pity 

% To- 



34t ' KING HENRY VT1T. Ad V. 

To one man V honour) this contagious ficknefs, 

Farewell all phyfic : and what follows then ? 

Commotions, uproars, with a gen'ral taint 

Of the whole ft ate: as of late days our neighbours 

The Upper Germany can dearly witnefs, 

Yet frefhly pitied in our memories. 

Cran. My good Lords, hitherto, in all the progrefs 
Both of my life and office, I have labour'd 
(And with no little ftudy) that my teaching, 
And the ftrong courfe of my authority, 
Might go one way, and fafely ; and the end 
Was ever to do well : nof is there living 
(I fpeak it with a (ingle heart, my Lords) 
A man that more deteils, more ftirs againft; 
(Both in his private confeience and his place,) 
Defacers of the pubb'c peace, than I do. 
Pray Heav'n, the King may never find a heart 
With lefs allegiance in it ! Men that make 
Envy and crooked malice nourifliment, 
•Qare bite the be ft. I do befeech your Lord (hip 3,, 
That, in this cafe of juftice, my accufers, 
Be what they will, may (land forth face to face, 
And freely urge againftmc 

SuffT Nay, my Lord; 
That cannot be ; you are a counfellor, 
And by that virtue no man dare accufe you. 

Gar J. My Lord, becaufe we've bufinefe of more tna- 
ment, 
We will be (hort wi' you. 'Tis his Highnefs* pleafure,, 
And our confent, for better trial of you, 
From hence you be committed to the Tower; 
Where being but a private man again, 
You (hall know many dare aeeufe you boldly, 4 
More than, I fear, you are provided for. 

Cran. Ay, my good Lord of Winchefter, I thank you* * 
You're always my good friend J if your will pafs, 
I (hail both find your Lordfhip judge and juror, 
You are fo merciful. I fee your end, 
*Tis my undoing. Love and meeknefs, Lord,! 
Become a churchman better than ambition : 
Win ftraying fouls with modefty again, 
€£ft nqne.away. That I (hall clear myfelf, , 
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11 the weight ye can upon my patience,) 
: as little doubt, as you do conscience 
ig daily wrongs. I could fay more, 
ir'rence to your calling, makes me modeft. 
/. My Lord, my Lord, you are a fe&ary, 
the plain truth ; your painted glofs difcovers, 
n that under (land you, words and weaknefs. 
». My Lord of Winchefter, you are a little, 
lr good favour, too marp ; men fo noble, 
r er fa,ulty, yet mould find refpeft 
lat they have been.- 'Tis a cruelty 
d a falling man. 
d. Good Mr. Secretary, 
•-our Honour mercy ; you may, worll 
this table, fay fo. 
w. Why, my Lord? 
d. Do not I know you for a favourer 
i new fe& ? ye are not found* 
if. Not found? 
d. Not found, I fay. 
7i. Would you were half fo honeft! 
prayers then would feek you, not their fears* 
d. I (hall remember this bold language* 
71. Do. 

nber your bold life too. 
iff* This is too much ; 
ir for fhame, my Lords. 
d. I've done. 
7i. And I. 

m. Then thus for you, .my Lord : it ftands agreed, 
it, by all voices, that forthwith 
e convey 'd to th' Tower a prifoner; 
to remain, till the King's further pleafure 
awn unto us. Are you all agreed, Lords'? 
,We are. *-*-<. 

n. Is there no other way of mercy, 
muft needs to th' Tower, my Lords ? 
d. What other 

I you expect ? you're ftrangely troublefome $ 
me o' th' guard be ready there. 

Enter 
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• Enter Guard. 
\ 
Gran, For rac? v 

Mud I go like a traitor then? 

Gard. Receive him, 
And fee htm fafe i* th 9 Tower. 

Cran* Stay, good my Lords, 
I hare a little yet to fay. Look there, Lord* ; 
By virtue of that ring, I take my caufe 
Out of the gripes of cruel men, and give it 
To a mod noble judge, the King ray matter. 

Cham. This is the King's ring* 

Sur, y Th no counterfeit. 

Suf. 'Tis his right ring, by Heav'n. I told ye aH* 
When we firft put this dang'rous ftone a-rofl»ng, li 

> Twould fall upon ourfelves. 

Nor. D'you think, my Lords, 
The King will fuffer but the little finger 
Of this man to be vex'd? 

Cham. 'Tis now too certain. 
How much more is bis life in value with him t 
Would I were fairly out on't. 

Crom. My mind gave me, 
In feeking tales and informations 
Againft this man, whofe hoaefty the devil v 
And his difcipks only envy at, 
Ye blew the fire that burns ye: now haye at ye! 

SCENE VI. 

Enter King, frowning on them; takes Iw feat. 

Gard. Dread Sovereign, how much are we bound. to 
In daily thanks, that gave us fuch a prince $ [Heav*A 
Not only good and wife, but moil religious? 
One that in all obedience jnakes the church 
The chief aim of hts honour ; and to' flrengthen 
That holy duty, out of dear refpe£, 
His royal felf in judgment comes to hear 
The caufe betwixt her and this great offender. 

King. You're ever good at fudden commendation^ 
Bifhop of Wiochefter. But know, I come not 

To 



:To hear fuch flattened now; and in my prefcncc 

They are too thin and bafe to hide offences* 

To me you cannot reach: you play the fpanlel, 

And think with wagging of your tongue to win me. 

Sot whatfoe'er thou tak'ft me for, I'm fure 

Thou hail a cruel nature, and a bloody. 

Good man, fit down. Now let me fee the proudeft 

[To Cran. 
He that dares moft, but wag his finger at thee, 
By all that's holy, he had better ftarve, 
Than but once think this place becomes thee not. 

Sur. May't pleafe your Grace ■ ■ 

King. No, Sir, it does not pleafe me. 
I thought 1 had had men of iome understanding 
And wifdom,. of my council ; but I find none. 
Was it difcretion, Lords, to let this man, 
This good man, (few of you deferve that title,) 
This honeft man, wait like a lowfy foot-boy 
At chamber-door, and one as great as you are? 
Why, what a ihame was this? did my commiffipn 
Bid ye fo far forget yourfelves? I gave ye 
Pow'r, as he was a counfellor, to try him, 
Not as a groom. There's fome of ye, I fee, 
More out of malice than integrity, 
Would try him to the utmoft, had ye means; 
Which ye (hall never have while I do live. 

Cham. My moft dread Sovereign, may it like your 
Grace 
To let my tongue excufe all. What was purpos'd 
Concerning his imprtfonment, was rather, 
If there be faith in men, meant for his trial, x 
And fair purgation to the world, than malice* 
I*m^ureinme. , . 

King. Well, well, my Lords, refpeA him : 
Take him, and ufe him well ; he'-s worthy of iv 
I will fay thus much for him, if a prince 
May be beholden to a fubje&, I 
Am, for his love and fervice, fo to him. 
Make me no more ado, but all embrace him : 
Be friends for fhame, my Lords. My Lord of Canterbury* 
I have a fuit which ygu muft not deny me. 
There is a fair young maid, that yet wants baptifin : 

Vol. V. G g X«% 
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You mtrft be godfather, and aofwer for her. 

Cms. The greateft monarch now alive may glory 
In fnch an honour; how may I deferve it, 
That .am a poor and humble fubje& to you? 

King. Come, come, my Lord, you'd fpaae ymuripoooe 
you mall have 
Two noble partners with yoa ; the old Datchefs 

Qf Norfolk, and the Lady Marquis Dorfet 

Once more, my Lord of Winchester, I charge you 
Embrace and love this man. 

Gard. With a true heart 
And brother's love I doit. 

Cran. And let Heaves 
Witnefs how dear 1 hold this confirmation. 

King. Good man; thofe Joyful tears mew thy true heart: 
The common voice, I fee, w verify *d , 
Of thee, which fays thus : Do ray Lord of Canterbury 
But one (hrewd turn, and he's your friend for ever. 
Come, Lords, we trifle time away: I long 
To have this young one made a Chriftiaa. 
As I have made ye one, Lords, one remain; 
£o I grow ftronger, you more honour gais> [Exeunt. 

SCENE VII. The palace-yard. 

Notfe and tumult. Enter Porter and bis Man. 

Poti. You'll leave your jioifc anon, ye rafcals; do you 
take the court for Paris Garden? ye rude flaves, leave 
your gaping. 

Within. Good Mr. Porter, I belong to th' larder. 

Port. Belong to the gallows, and be hang'd, ye rogue; 
is this a place to roar in ? fetch me a dozen crab-tree 
ftaves, and ftrong ones; thefe are but fwitches. T o 
'em. I'll fcratch your heads; you mult be feeing 
chriftenings? f>Q you look for ale and cakes here, you 
rude rafcals ? 

Man. Pray, Sir, be patient; 'tis as much impoffible 

?Jnlefs we fwept them from the door with cannons) 
o fcatter 'em, as His to make 'em fleep 
On May-day morning; which will never be: 
We may as well pujh againft Paul's, as ftir 'em* 
Port. Howgot^heyio, and be hang'd?. 

Man* 
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Man. Alas, I know not; how gets the tid* itt? 
As much as one found cudgel of four foot 
( You fee the poor remainder) could difltibutfe. 
I made no fpare, Sir. 

Port. Vott did nothing. Sir. . 

Man 1 am not Samfon, nor Sir Guy, nor ColeBrand, 
to mow 'em down before me; but if I fpar'd any that 
had a head to hit, either young or old, he or fee, cuc- 
kold or cuckold-maker, let me never hope to fee a chine 
again ; and that 1 would not for a crow,. God fa?e her. 

Within . Do you hear; Mr. Porter? 

Port. I (hall. be witlvyoti prefcndyi good Mr. Puppy, 
Keep the door elofe, firrah. 

Maw. - What would you have me do? 

Port. What fhould you do, but knock 'em down by 
the dozens? Is this Mbrefields to mufter in? or have we 
feme ftrang'e Indian with the great tool come to court, 
the women (b befiege us? Blefs me! what a fry of for- 
nication is at the .door? on my Ghriftian conscience, this 
one chriflening will beget a thoufandf here will be- father, 
godfather, and all together. 

Man. The fpoons will be the bigger, Sir. There k 
a fellow fomewhat near the door, he mould be a brafier 
by his face; for, o' my conference, twenty of the dog- 
days now reign in'* nofe; all; that ftand about him are 
under the line, they need no other penance : that fire- 
drake did I hit three times on the head, and three times 
was his nofe difeharged agaioft me; he ftands there like 
a mortar-piece to blow us up* There was a haber- 
darner's wife of fmall wit near him, that rail'd upon me 
till her pink'd porringer fell off her head, for kindling 
fuch a combuftion in the date. I mifs'd the meteor 
once, and hit that woman, who cry'd out, Clubs! when 
I? might fee' from far fome forty truncheoneers draw to 
her mccour; which were the hope of the Strand, where 
ifhe was quartered. They fell on; I made good my 
place; at length they came to th' broom-ftaff with me, 
i defy'd 'em (till; when fuddenly a file of boys behind 
'em deliver'd fuch a fhower of pebbles, loofe fhot, that 
I was fain to draw mine honour in, and let 'em win the 
work. The devil was amongft 'em, I think, furely. 

Fort. Thefe are the youths that thunder at a play- 
G g 2 ha\3&i 
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houfe, and fight for bitten apples ; that no audience but 
the tribulation of Tower-hill, or the limbs of Lime- 
houfe, their dear brothers, are able to endure. I have 
fome of 'em in Limbo Patrum, and there they are like to 
dance thefe three days ; bcfides the running banquet of 
two beadles that is to come. I . 

Enter Lord Chamberlain. \ * 

'Cham. Mercy o r me! what a multitude are here? 
They grow ft ill too ; from all parts they are coming* 
As if we kept a fair. Where are thefe porters? 
.Thefe lazy knaves ? ye've made a fine handy fellows* 
There's a trim rabble let in ; are all thefe 
Your faithful friends o' th' fuburbs? we fhall have ] 

Great ftore of room,, no doubt, left fqr the ladies, * 

When they pafs back from th* chrift'ning ? 

Port. Pleafe your Honour, 
We are but men; and what fo many may do, 
Not being torn in pieces, we have done ; 
An army .cannot rule 'cm- 

Cham. As I live, 
1£ the King blame me for*t, I'll lay you all 
By th* heels, and fuddenly ; and on your heads- 
Clap round fines for neglect : y 'are lazy knaves x 
And here ye lie baiting of bumbards, when 
Ye mould do fervice. Hark, the trumpets found; 
Th 9 are come already from the chriftenmg ; 
Go break among the prefs, and find a way out 
To let the troop pafs fairly, or I'll find 
A Marfhalfea (hall hold you play thefe two months. 

Port. Make way therefor the Princefs! 

Man. You great fellow, (land clofe up, or I'll make 
your head ake. 

Port. You i' th' cambist, get up o' th' rafl, I'll peck 
you o'er the pales elfe. [JBpcewtt. 

SCENE VIII. Changes to the palace. 

Enter trumpets founding ; then two Aldermen, Lord Mayor f 
Garter 9 Cranmer, puke of Norfolk with ins Mar- 
(bals Jlaff, Duke of Suffolk, two Noblemen hearing 
great ffanding howls for the chriftening-g'tfts ; then four 
Noblemen bearing a canopy, under winch the Dutches of 

Norfolk, 
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Norfolk, godmother, bearing the child richly habited in 
a ma*tk r &c. train borne by a Lady: then follows the 
Marchionefs of Dorfet 9 the other godmother , and ladies. 
The troop pafs once about thejlage 9 and Garter f peaks. • 

Gart. Heav'n, from thy endlefs goodnefg, fend long 
And ever happy, to the high and mighty [life» 

Prineefs of England, fair Elifabeth! 

Flouri/h. Enter King and Guard. 

Cran. And to^rour Royal Grace, and the good Queen, 
My noble partners, and myfelf thus pray; 
All comfort, joy, in this moil gracious lady, 
That heav'n e'er kid up to make parents happy, 
May hourly fall upon ye ! . 

King. Thank you, good Lord Archbimop : 
What 13 her name ? 

Cran. Elifabeth. 

King. Stand up, Lord. 
With this ki& take my bkfling: God proted thee* 
Into whofe hand I give thy life. 

Cran. Amen. 

King. My noble gofiips, y' have been too prodigal, 
I thank you heartily : fo ihall this lady, 
When (he has fo much Engiifh. 

Cran. Let me fpeak, Sir; 

iFor Heav'n now bids me, ) and the words I utter, 
-et none think flatt'ry, for they'll find 'em truth. 
This royal infant, (heav'n ftfll move about her,) 
Though in her cradle, yet now promifes 
Upon this land a thoufand thoufand bleflings, 
Which time (hall bring to ripenefs. She (hall be 
( But few now living can behold that goodnefs) 
A pattern to all princes living with her, 
And all that ihall faceted.. Sheba was never 
More covetous of wifdom and fair virtue, 
Than this blefs'd foul ihall be. All princely graces, 
That mould up fuch a mighty piece as this, 
With ail the virtues that attend the good, 
Shall ftill be doubled on her. Truth (hall nurfe her: 
Holy and heavVy thoughts ftill counfel her: 
" She (hall be loVd and tear'd. Her own ihall blefs her; 
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